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OL'  SAM 

|IT  your  nose  oiit'n  that  pot.  Hi, 
you  flop-eared — I  swan,  tliat  ol' 
mule  makes  me  mad  sometimes. 
He'd  jist  as  leave  snake  your  whole  hatch  right 
from  under  vour  j  as  look  at  vou.  (iit, 
you  long-legged  ra.   al!     Whoopee!" 

The  cook  dashed  at  the  offender,  swinging 
a  hit  of  firewood.  It  struck  tli<  hyhrid  u])on 
the  hindquarter  and  he  countered  instantane- 
ously hy  lushing  out  with  his  heels.  Then  he 
lurned  to  smell  of  the  projectile,  hut  finding 
it  unfit  for  consumption,  trotted  off  up  a 
neighhoring  rise  and  presently  disappeared 
from  view. 

Certain  coarse  men  of  the    Lazv   L   outfit 
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TIIK    UNTAMED 

called  liini  Ilell-on-Whecls,  among  other 
tilings,  but  his  real  name  was  Sam,  and  he 
made  one  of  the  four-mnle  team  that  hauled 
the  ehuek-wagon  (hiring  round-up.  Between 
him  and  Dave  was  a  personal  feud;  they  were 
most  loving  enemies.  In  the  beginning  the 
cook  had  pampered  him  by  feeding  bread  to 
the  big  creature,  taking  no  heed,  and  now  this 
artificial  ap])etite  he  had  created  made  of 
Dave's  waking  hours  a  perpetual  vigil  and 
cor.jured  up  nightmares  in  place  of  refreshing 
sleep. 

For  whenever  Sam  wasn't  doing  the  major 
share  of  hauling  some  four  thousand  odd 
pounds  of  wagon,  bedding  and  provisions 
i'rom  one  romid-up  ground  to  another,  he  was 
loafing  on  the  confines  of  camp,  awaiting  a 
favorable  oppoi-tunity  to  go  in  surreptitiously 
and  nose  among  the  pots  or  at  the  back  of  the 
wagon  for  the  buns  Dave  made  so  cunningly. 
AN'Iiat  time  he  lost  this  way  from  grazing  he 
made  up  easily  by  his  pillage;  bread  is  very 
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fattening,    and    Iheii,    of    course,    the    chuck- 
wagon  team  received  regular  rations  of  corn. 
Yet  Dave  was  a  watchful  scoinidrel,  and 
day  b}'  day  it  was  being  borne  in  upon  Sam 
that  in  these  attempts  at  pilfering  he  received 
blows  and  abuse  more  often  than  buns.     15ut 
at  night,  when  the  punchers  lay  asleep  on  the 
ground  and  he  could  hear  the  cook  slumbering 
stertorously  beneath  the  wagon-fiy,  it  was  dif- 
ferent:  then   Sam   would  wander  into  camp 
and  make  his  way  on  soundless  feet  to  the 
dead   fire.     Beside   its   ashes   he   knew   there 
would  be  scraps  of  bread,  perhaps  some  of 
them  sweetened  with  molasses,  and  for  these 
his  whole  being  craved.     On  one  such  excursion, 
as  he  munched  hap{)ily  on  a  wet  crust,  he  in- 
advertently put  his  foot  into  Dave's  face,  and, 
because  Hell-on-W'heels  weighed  about  thir- 
teen hundred   pounds,  the  cook  awoke  very 
peevish. 

"  If  it  wasn't,"  he  remarked  next  morninir 
as  he  hitched  up— "if  it  wasn't  that  vou  could 
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THE   UNTAMED 

haul  niore'n  tluni  other  three  put  together,  I'li 
skin  you  ahve.  Oh.  you  nec(hrt  go  for  to  j)re- 
tend  you  (iiehrt  do  it  a-purpose.  You  seen  me 
there,  all  riglit.  Look  at  that  lip!  Don't  it 
look  as  if  I'd  fell  ofF'n  a  mountain?" 

The  cook  always  knew  what  to  expect  of 
Sam.  When  jjutting  the  mules  in  tlie  wagon 
he  was  cognizant  of  the  precise  moment  that 
Sam  would  kick,  and  could  judge  to  a  hair's 
hreadtli  at  what  angle  tlie  smashing  hlow 
would  i)e  delivered.  On  Jis  part,  Sam  knew 
thai  the  cook  was  j)repared;  otherwise  it  is 
doubt  I'ul  whether  he  would  have  let  go  some  of 
tlie  vicious  side-sweeps  of  his  left  leg  that  he 
did.  On  (U'casions  when  the  attacks  were  es- 
])ecially  wicked,  or  ulun  Dave  ealeulated  tlie 
margin  of  safety  witli  too  fine  nicety,  lie  would 
possess  himselC  o\'  a  stout  clui)  and  hammer 
Ilell-on- Wheels  uiitil  he  was  weak.  In  this 
way  were  bred  mutual  respect  and  a  thorough 
understanding. 

II  was  when  the  wagon  was  miring  down, 
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OL     SAM 

or  when  they  were  climbing  a  rocky  trail  in  the 
mountains,  that  Sam  and  the  cook  gloried  one 
in  the  other.  Once  Dave's  judgment  went 
^^Tong  by  three  inches  in  fording  a  stream — he 
may  have  been  careless  with  a  splendid  con- 
tempt, as  was  his  habit — and  one  hind  wheel 
sank  oozily  into  ([uicksand.  The  cook  stood 
up  and  whirled  his  long  whip  and  aujured 
his  team  by  all  that  was  holy  to  pull,  pull, 
I)ull. 

"Xow,  you,  ITell-on-Whecls!  Good  ol' 
boy!     You,  Sam!     You!" 

ile  lashed  three  of  the  team  with  stinging 
force,  but  Sam  he  did  not  touch.  The  great 
mule  laid  his  shoulders  into  the  collar  and 
heaved,— heaved  again— and  with  a  wrencli  and 
a  sucking  sound  tiiey  floundered  out  t(,  hard 
sand,  to  safety.  Whenever  Sam  came  to  a 
rcali/atiou  that  the  job  re(juired  something 
extra,  and  stretched  himself  out  accordingly, 
citlier  the  wagon  followed  where  he  wanted  co 
go  or  the  mule  went  through  his  harness. 
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TV  wagon  boss  esteemed  Sam  and  valued 
him  at  his  worth,  l)iit  it  cannot  he  said  that  he 
was  fond  of  the  beast.  There  was  much  in 
his  personality  Uncle  Henry  did  not  like. 
Nor  did  the  horse-wrangler.  Had  anybody 
requested  :Maclovio  for  a  frank  opinion  of 
Sam,  tlie  ^Mexican  would  have  spat  with  con- 
tempt and  exiiausted  the  resource-  of  his  pa- 
tois. That  nerveless  limb  of  the  devil? 
Don't  try  to  tell  him  the  mule  stam])eded  llie 
staked  horses  by  accident;  ^laclovio  knew  bet- 
ter; Sam  had  planned  the  whole  turmoil  {"rom 
the  start  of  the  round-up.  The  wrangler  had 
to  herd  the  mules  with  the  remuda,  and  the 
uncanny  sagacity  the  drag-mule  displayed  in 
following  out  his  own  plans  of  grazing  and 
enjoyment  filled  the  ^Mexican  with  supersti- 
tious dread. 

The  ropers  hated  him  with  an  active,  abiding 
hatred  they  made  no  clTort  to  conceal.  He 
was  the  only  member  of  the  wan-on  team  tliat 
would  not  submit  to  be  caught  without  roping. 
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The  other  mules  would  trot  in  with  the  horses 
from  pasture  and  walk  cjuictly  to  the 
wagon  to  he  hridied,  under  the  lure  of  grain; 
hut  not  so  with  the  hig  fellow.  Sam  never 
crowded  away  among  the  horses  in  foolish 
panic  when  a  roper  walked  through  the  re- 
muda  toward  him:  tiiat  was  the  way  the  cow- 
ponies  did,  struggling  hlindly  to  get  beyond 
range,  and  so  the  noose  fell  ahout  their 
necks  with  ridiculous  case.  That  was  not 
Sam's  method,  he  being  temperamentally  op- 
posed to  ])anic.  He  waited  until  the  roper 
approached,  waited  until  the  coil  sped  toward 
him;  and  then  only  did  he  dodge.  As  a  re- 
sult, he  eluded  the  noose  time  after  time.  In 
f.u-t.  it  always  took  longer  to  rope  Sam  than 
any  five  of  the  hmuired  horses. 

One  day  the  hawk-eyed  autocrat  of  the 
I-a/y  L  range  sjuirred  into  camp  in  hot  haste 
N\liile  tl)e  outfit  was  partaking  of  dinner. 
Heatedly  lie  urged:  "Watch  your  horses 
L'licle   Iknry."     Then  he  went    to    the    (ire, 
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filled  a  tin  plate  with  beef  ami  beans,  and  a 
cup  with  coffee,  and  speared  a  bun. 

"Shore.  But  what  for  special?  Tliey're 
doing  well  and  we  ain't  lost  one,"  replied  the 
wagon  boss,  making  room  for  his  chief  on  the 
shady  spot  where  he  squatted. 

"Then  you're  in  luck.  That  band  of  mus- 
tangs has  roamed  down  here  from  the  Flying 
W.  They  passed  within  two  miles  of  the 
ranch  yesterday  and,  Tupiter,  if  ol'  Pete 

didn't  join  'em.  The  ui'  f  )ol!  Eleven  vears 
that  horse  has  been  a  cowhorse  and  now  he  runs 
oft'  from  the  hcmie  pasture  with  a  bunch  of 
wild  ones." 

"AVhere'rc  they  heading?" 

"Vou  know  as  much  as  1  do.  I  reckon  the 
pasture  is  poor  on  the  Flying  W,  don't  you? 
They  ain't  had  much  rain  and  ])robably  this 
luinch'll  make  for  the  mountains.  Better 
watch  out,"  the  manager  admonished. 

Dave  toiled  with  his  team  next  afternoon 
through  a  waste  of  sand  and  mes([uile.     It 
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was  very  hot — had  tlierc  been  such  a  tiling  as 
a  thermometer  on  the  ^\agon  it  woukl  have 
registered  better  than  112 — and  he  sat  hunched 
on  the  seat,  occasionally  throwing  an  encour- 
aging word  to  the  straining  mules,  liehind 
came  Al  with  the  hoodlum  wagon,  Mhich,  be- 
ing much  lighter,  made  easy  work  for  a  pair 
of  stout  horses,  so  that  Al  dozed  with  his  hat 
well  down  over  his  eyes  and  dreamed  of  a  dress- 
maker in  Doghole.  It  was  growing  towards 
sunset  and  they  ould  pitch  camp  in  the  foot- 
hills and  have  supper  ready  for  the  boys  be- 
fore darkness  fell. 

Without  warning  the  nmle  team  stopped  and 
stood  at  gaze,  rousing  Dave  abruptly.  A 
dense  cloud  of  dust  was  bearing  down  on  them 
from  he  right  and  out  of  that  swirl  came  the 
muflied  pounding  of  many  hoofs. 

"The  remuda's  stompeded,"  yelled  Al. 

"No,  they  ain't.  Xo,  they  ain't.  It's  them 
Mild  horses.     Git  your  gun,  Al,  (juiek!" 

iiy  the   time   Al   had   reached  behind  him 
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■with  one  hand  to  fumble  for  the  rifle,  the  band 
had  swept  by  and  was  disappearing.  Prob- 
ably there  were  thirty  horses  in  it,  but  that  was 
only  a  guess,  because  Dave  obtained  nothing 
more  than  a  glimpse  of  streaming  manes  and 
tails.  They  ran  compactly,  a  nol)le  buckskin 
in  the  lead,  and  taihng  the  band  was  a  white 
horse;  it  was  evident  that  he  held  the  furious 
pace  only  by  a  supreme  effort. 

"There  goes  ol'  Pete.  IJlast  him,  if  he  ain't 
hitting  only  tlie  liigh  spots,"  Dave  bawled. 

At  this  moment  his  attention  was  called  to 
Sam.  The  mule's  head  was  thrown  high,  the 
usually  slouching  ears  were  rigid  and  pricked 
forward,  and  he  was  sniffing  the  air  restlessly. 
Once  he  made  an  abrupt  lurch  sideways  as 
though  to  follow  the  free  rovers,  but  the  bit 
sawed  his  mouth,  the  collar  and  traces  Imund 
him  and  he  ctnild  only  champ  im])atiently.  If 
a  nude  really  knows  how  to  tremble,  Sam  was 
treml)ling  then-  it  was  more  a  twitching  of 
tlie  muscles.     The  band  was  lost  to  sight  and 
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sound.  Dave  called  a  raucous  command  and 
once  more  they  settled  to  work.  Again  Sam 
became  listless  and  applied  himself  lethargi- 
cally to  pulling. 

A  cool  breeze  whipped  among  the  scrub- 
cedar  of  the  foothills  and  went  whining  down 
the  valley.  Above  the  black  rim  of  El  Toro 
rose  a  rich,  golden  disc.  Its  pale  light  sof- 
tened the  outlines  of  the  forms  asleep  upon  the 
ground;  in  that  kindly  radiance  the  chuck- 
wagon  and  the  unsightly  confusion  of  camp 
merged  into  blurs  that  harmonized  with  the 
giant  shadow  of  the  mountain.  The  night 
was  full  of  murmurings,  tense  with  the  sug- 
gestion of  strange  other  worlds.  Surely  the 
plaintive  wailing  tlie  breeze  bore  to  Sam  from 
El  Toro's  pines  was  a  message. 

He  stood  with  his  nose  up  wind  and  drew  in 
tlie  scents  of  the  wilds.  His  forelegs  were 
hobbled,  the  rope  twisted  about  them  so  tightly 
that  he  could  barely  sluifHe  when  he  grazed, 
and  near  at  hand  twelve  horses  were  staked 
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out.  One  of  them,  hopelessly  entangled  in  his 
rope,  was  fighting  it  in  terror;  already  he  was 
on  his  knees  unable  to  do  aught  but  cut  him- 
self. In  a  draw  a  half-mile  away  the  remuda 
cropped  the  grass  under  the  eyes  of  a  triple 
guard,  for  Uncle  Henry  was  mindful  of  the 
manager's  warning,  and  upon  Dave's  report  he 
took  no  chances. 

Out  from  the  shadow  cast  by  a  mesquite 
bush  a  coyote  skulked,  and  Sam  snorted  and 
shook  his  head  in  anger.  Tlie  beast's  scent 
offended  him,  but  he  was  not  afraid.  Some- 
where in  the  dark  a  wildcat  cried  and  the  mule 
cocked  his  ears  to  listen.  Next  moment  he 
jumped  awkwardly  aside  as  a  polecat  scurried 
by  on  a  hunt  for  food. 

The  mule  was  growing  restive.  It  was  not 
nervousness — a  mule  is  rarely  nervous  or 
frightened.  When  he  runs  av.ay  or  pitches 
or  balks,  it  is  seldom  because  something 
has  put  fear  into  him;  it  is  refined  cussed- 
ness.     Anyone  who  ever  succeeded  in  owning 
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a  mule  longer  than  a  month  will  tell  you  that. 

Of  a  sudden  Sam  sank  his  head  and  his  pow- 
erful teeth  met  and  rasped  on  the  rope  that 
chafed  his  legs.  One  of  the  strands  parted 
and  he  strained  to  hreak  the  hohhle,  hut  too 
impatient  to  direct  his  gnawing  to  one  spot, 
he  was  unsuccessful  and  finally  desisted. 

Was  that  the  call  of  a  horse?  It  did  not 
come  from  the  direction  in  which  the  remuda 
had  heen  driven  off,  and  his  ears  tingled  for  a 
repetition  of  the  sound.  Twice  he  humped 
himself  and  struck  out  with  his  heels  in  the 
I'ury  of  impotence,  and  paused  hreathlessly 
vvith  Ms  eyes  fixed  on  the  yellow  ])all  ahove  El 
Toro's  sunmiit.  lie  took  one  step  forward  and 
hecame  immovahle  as  his  glance  fell  to  the  wide 
lane  of  light  it  cast. 

Down  this  silver-shimmering  path  a  horse 
came  proudly.  None  hut  a  free  rover  ever 
trod  earc'^  as  he  did.  Sam  could  see  the  fiery 
eyes  fiashing  suspMcion,  the  regal  head  thrown 
hack,  the  nostrils  a-cpiiver  to  divine  danger. 
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He  came  like  a  ])hantom,  lightly  as  one,  si- 
lently as  one,  and  a  dozen  yards  away  he 
halted,  and  there  in  the  light  of  the  moon  sur- 
veyed the  camp,  the  staked  mounts,  the  sleep- 
ing men.  It  was  the  king  of  the  wild  horses. 
Far  hack  of  him  a  hlotch  on  a  hillside  sliifted 
with  gleam  of  color. 

A  madness  was  come  upon  Sam.  From  out 
the  night  countless  voices  called  to  him  ap- 
pealiFigly;  away  out  there  in  the  illusive  sheen 
must  be  liberty  and  delight.  His  sluggish 
l)lood  was  racing  wildly,  his  body  and  limbs 
were  a-quake  with  eagerness  to  respond  to  that 
appeal,  to  be  gone  into  tliat  alluring  gloom. 
One  of  the  staked  animals  whinnied  and 
tugged  fiercely  on  his  rope. 

At  once  the  buckskin  stallion  blared  a  chal- 
lenge, and  he  was  away.  The  shadows  swal- 
lowed him  up.  From  over  the  liill  came  a  roll- 
ing thunder,  the  noise  of  scores  of  flying  hoofs, 
and  Sam  got  the  hobble  between  Iiis  teeth  a 
second  time,  gave  one  ferocious  upward  rend, 
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and  the  strands  parted  and  dropped  from  him. 
lie  was  free,  and  the  wilderness  was  calling, 
calling. 

"Or  Hell-on-Wheels  has  done  gone,"  ob- 
served Dave. 

'"Done  gone?"  the  wagon  boss  echoed. 
"Gone  where  ^  He  must  be  round  some- 
wheres.  He  cain't  git  through  the  day  with- 
out bread,  Sam  cain't." 

"lie  done  run  off  with  them  mustangs!" 
In  Dave's  tone  was  depressed  conviction. 
"You  hearn  'em  last  night  the  same  as  me. 
Nobody  seen  him  go,  but  look  here.  I  jist 
found  his  hobble  all  bit  in  two." 

"And  we've  got  to  move  camp  this  morn- 
ing," the  wagon  boss  raved. 

"P'raps  he'll  come  back.  I  shouldn't  think 
they'd  want  Sam  with  'em,  Uncle  Ilenery. 
He'd  smash  'cm  all  up,  that  bunch,  he 
would!" 

"He  shore  would."  Uncle  Henry  could  not 
suppress  a  snigger  of  satisfaction. 
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He  dispatched  two  of  the  boys  to  scour  the 
country  for  tlie  fugitive,  and  Uave  hitched  a 
two-mule  team,  falhng  a  j)rey  to  melancholy 
as  he  moved  about  them  in  absolute  security. 
How  he  missed  that  ol'  son-of-a-gun  with  his 
sly  nibbles  and  liis  kicking  and  sublime  obsti- 
nacy. These  creatures  pull  i  The  cook  grew 
hot  with  disdain  and  had  two  men  told  off  to 
help  haul  the  wagon  with  rope?  in  bad  spots. 
In  the  days  that  followed  he  would  often  stop 
in  his  work  and  wonder  whal  sense  tl  '  was  in 
going  through  life,  anyway. 

Meanwhile,  Sam  flourished  like  unto  tiic 
gieen  h-.y  '^-ee.  l^Hien  the  band  sped  away 
into  the  hills  the  night  of  his  temptation  and 
fall,  the  mule  sunmioned  up  unguessed  re- 
serves of  speed  and  trailed  behind.  The  tu- 
multuous joy  of  liberty  fired  him;  his  muscles 
responded  to  this  new  throbbing  life  like  steel 
springs,  so  that  Sam  not  ordy  caught  up  with 
the  mustangs,  !)ut  ran  well  witliin  himself  in 
holding  with  them.     The  renegade  Pete  gal- 
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loped  in  rear  and.  knowing  Sam  these  many 
years,  nickered  him  breathless  welcome. 

A  recruit  to  the  ranks  was  not  a  n'^-eltv, 
and  thouo'h  wSam  was  a  mule,  they  accepted  him 
-eadily  enough,  and  I'or  several  days  Jiey 
roamed  the  canons  of  El  Toro.  Rains  had 
been  frequent  in  this  region  and  they  ol)tained 
their  fill  of  grass.  As  is  the  way  of  horses, 
the  band  paid  scant  attention  to  the  mule;  he 
grazed  with  them,  and  when  any  alarm  or 
mere  exuberance  of  spirits  prompted  a  run, 
he  could  show  his  heels  to  all  but  the  buckskin 
leader  and  a  bay  mare  wliich  seemed  to  carry 
wings  on  her  feet. 

Ana  Oi.  the  fifth  day  occasion  arose  for  Iiim 
to  prove  his  prowess.  In  the  band  were  a 
dozen  mares,  seven  colts  of  various  ages  and 
fifteen  horses,  all  under  the  leadership  of  the 
buckskin.  Now,  Sam  was  a  mule  of  consider- 
able common-sense;  he  never  disputed  the 
sovereignty  oi  the  stalhon,  but  at  the  same  time 
he  Avas  fully  sensible  of  liis  own  strength  and 
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fi^htinn'  ability,  liavinfj  luul  occasion  to  lest 
the  same  frequently,  and  lie  had  not  the  re- 
motest intention  of  allowing  any  horse  on  the 
range  or  other  quadruped,  to  take  undue  liber- 
ties. 

As  they  came  up  from  watering  at  a  moun- 
tain s])ring  at  high  n  ion,  the  mustangs  were 
compelled  to  tli.  jad  a  narrow  defde,  and  much 
crowding  resulted.  ^V  colt  ricochetted  from 
the  mule  and  lost  his  feet,  whereupon  the 
motlier  made  at  Sam  with  hi.-  teeth.  This 
attack  he  ignored  d(  :rously  by  bursting 
through  the  press  and  imposing  the  bodies  of 
several  horses  betAveen  hini  and  the  IndignaTit 
mare;  but  wlien  a  youthful  black  took  it  IiHo 
his  bead  tlia  Sam  was  a  recreant  and  could  be 
bullied  witii  imj)unity.  .  arious  things  haj)- 
pcnt«..  By  now,  they  were  out  in  the  open. 
Trumj)eting  defiance,  the  black  ran  at  him. 

The  combat  lid  not  last  three  mliuitcs.  It 
is  probable  that  the  mule  would  iiavc  killed 
his  assailant  when  lie  lay  prone  after  the  third 
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onslaught,  had  not  the  leader  trotted  up  in 
ro3-c"i  wratli  to  (jueli  the  disorder  in  Iiis  follow- 
ing. Sliould  he  go  for  him  too,  and  reduee 
him  to  pulp:'  Sam's  eyes  were  glittering 
evilly,  and  the  mulish,  enduring  rage  was  alive, 
but  his  liabitual  discretion  cooled  the  impulse 
and  he  gave  ground,  his  ears  laid  back,  his  re- 
treat reluctajit.  The  stallion  wisely  let  iiim 
go. 

Soon  he  attained  to  a  si)ecics  of  leadership, 
a  vice-royalty  under  the   reigning  buckskin. 
I'or  one  thing,  his  caution  was  ti'.)ij)ercd  by 
almost  lunnan  powers  of  discriniinati..n;  foran'- 
oHier,  hv  was  never  subject  to  the  nervous  trem- 
ors to  which  cvui  the  stallion  fell  victim  and 
which  were  the  insi)iration  of  many  stampedes. 
Sam  could  sense  peril  as  far  as  any  and  was 
tJobious,  in  a  calm  ^^ay,  of  everythMii,^  he  saw 
'intil  he  ha.l  investigated;  hut  sudden  noises, 
">•  a  strange  scent  brought  abruptly  to  liis  nos- 
trils, ,lid  not  send  him  Hying  over  the  country, 
Niiriiling  warnings.     1  le  made  reasonably  sure 

in 


THE  uxtamp:d 

of  tlie  possibility  of  danger  before  giving  .he 
alarm.  Of  bis  old  masters,  be  was  peeuliarly 
wary,  and  twice  at  night,  when  they  }>assed 
within  a  mile  of  the  round-up  camp,  the  mule's 
nose  ac{}uainted  him  of  its  proximity,  and  he 
led  them  far  to  the  west. 

When  the  o'.itfil;  had  almost  completed  the 
round-up,  Sam  wandered  ofT'  from  t'ne  band  on 
a  morning's  jaunt  and  came  unexpectedly  upon 
the  rcmuda  in  a  draw.  The  wTangler  espied 
that  unmistakable  gait  from  afar  and  spurred 
des])eratcly  to  catch  him,  but  the  mule  was  fleet 
as  a  greyhound  and  could  not  l)e  headed.  Two 
of  llie  horses  followed  the  I'allen  one.  They 
knew  Sam  and  resi)eclcd  iiim.  and  what  was 
good  enough  for  him  would  suit  them  admir- 
ably. Maclovio  did  not  see  their  departure; 
madly  scurrying  from  point  to  ])()int  to  herd 
the  restless  horses,  he  failed  to  perceive  the 
flight  toward  the  gaj),  and  it  was  oidy  when 
the  roj)ing  began  after  dituur  that  the  loss  was 
tiiscn\ered.     The   Mexican    prayed    inwardly 
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that  Sam  would  break  a  leg  and  die  by  inches; 
if  he  would  only  break  his  neck,  he  would  buy 
a  dozen  candles  for  the  altar  at  Tucalari. 

Old  Pete  .McVey,  the  nianao-cr,  sat  oh  the 
stoop  of  the  bunkhouse  at  head(iuartcrs  and 
made  a  solemn  vow  to  the  skies. 

"I'll  hunt  down  every  last  one  of  that  bunch 
and  hang  Sam's  hide  to  the  .saddle- shed. 
^\'e've  had  two  breakdowns  with  the  wagon 
since  he  left— that  ol'  mule  we  got  from  Dog- 
hole  ain't  no  good,  31it— and  now  two  horses 
have  run  off." 

1  done  told  Uncle  Ilenery  and  Dave  that 
I  felt  shore  it  was  Sam  or  some  of  them  mus- 
tangs that  stonipeded  those  btcers  last  week." 

"When  I  get  him,  the  ol'  fool!"  burst  out 
the  manager. 

He  organized  a  hunt,  and  with  three  men 
and  lour  staghounds  set  out  cheerily  to  wipe 
the  wild  horses  from  the  face  of  the  earth. 
'I'he  band  winded  them  two  miles  away  and 
^■arrird  the  hunt  to  another  range,  but  at  last 
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they  crept  wiiiiiu  striking  distance,  and  the 
chase  was  on. 

Sam  knew  the  dogs  and  had  seen  them  run  in 
sport  ahoiit  head(iuarters.  Therefore,  lie  let 
himself  out  and  led  the  band  beside  the  buck- 
skin stallion,  and  i'or  mile  after  mile  they 
raced.  A  laggard  was  ])ulled  down,  the  an- 
cient sinner  l^ete — a  hound  leaped  for  his  nose 
and  Pete  turned  a  somersault.  McVey  him- 
self shot  the  injured  animal,  and  they  camjjcd 
in  the  neighborhood  and  took  uj)  the  pursuit 
next  moriiing. 

It  was  a  famous  hunt.  The  dogs  l)rouglit 
down  Tfiir  animals,  atul  the  Lazy  L  men,  tir- 
ing in  the  chase,  fired  afttr  the  fugitives,  kill- 
ing three;  but  Sam  remahied  ever  in  the  van, 
unhurt.  McVey  led  his  men  back,  satisfied 
that  the  mustangs  would  seek  new  haunts, 
swearing  vengefully  at  Sam  and  rejoicing  in 
his  heart  tiiat  the  giant  mule  had  won  I'l 
safety. 

The  ban<l   winlered   in  the  mountains,  and 
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more  than  once  during  those  terrible  months 
the  emaciated  Ilell-on-Wlieels  had  to  paw 
down  through  three  inches  of  snow  to  get  at 
the  grass,  and  lie  obtained  little  more  than 
enough  to  sustain  life.  Several  of  the  colts 
succuml'cd  to  a  three-days'  storm,  and  when 
spring  was  ushered  in,  with  a  soft  wind  that 
whispered  tender  promises  to  a  stricken  land, 
at  least  a  dozen  of  the  horses  and  mares  were 
sickly.  As  for  Sam,  he  was  onlv  huna-r\ .  A 
mule  seems  inmume  from  disease,  and  hunger 
and  thirst  cannot  wreak  the  havoc  on  liis  iron 
constitution  that  they  create  among  the  more 
sensitive  horses.  The  mustangs  ranged  widely 
in  a  (luest  for  good  pasLure  and  at  last  worked 
down  to  the  Lazy  L. 

Dave  had  put  in  the  cold  months  in  dis- 
pirited fashion,  there  being  little  to  do.  He 
moped  around  headquarters,  and  whenever  the 
wagon  boss  ventured  to  lonsult  him  on  prep- 
arations for  the  spring  round-uj).  Die  cook 
maintained  a  glum  silence.     It  wouhl  !>.«  a  bad 
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year,  he  was  sure  of  that;  they  needn't  expect 
much  of  tiie  calf  cro]).  Ear  be  it  from  him  Lo 
discourage  any  man,  least  of  all  ^NlcVey  and 
Uncle  Ilenery,  hut  he  felt  hi  his  hones  that  ill 
luck  would  attend  tliem.  AVliat  could  he  ex- 
pected of  a  wagon  team  that  would  let  him 
mire  down  in  Coyote  Creek;'  The  round-up 
would  i)c  a  farce. 

"Them  mustangs  is  back,"  Rch  announced, 
riding  in  \'v(>:u  a  winter  cam}).  'T  seen  'cm 
top[)ing  a  mesa  over  near  Lone  Pine  Spring." 

"I'll  give  twenty  dollars  a  head  for  'em,''  de- 
clared the  manager,  slowly  removing  the  pipe 
from  his  lips. 

Nearly  a  score  of  punchers  equipped  them- 
selves to  earn  the  reward.  Some  failed  e\eii 
to  get  trace  of  the  band;  others  trailed  them 
for  days,  but  never  came  in  sight;  Dick,  ]^)h 
Saunders  and  Madovio  got  within  half  a  mile 
and  with  relays  of  horses  applied  themselves 
to  capture  in  a  scientitic  way.  Tfiey  would 
run  those  nuistangs  off  their  legs.     In   i'our 
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(lays  they  were  back,  with  their  mounts  used  up 
and  :McA^ey  to  welcome  them. 

"That  oV  mule  kin  smell  us  a  mile,"  Dick 
reported.  "He  always  ^rives  the  alarm  first. 
And  run?  Jim-in-ee,  the  way  that  rascal  kin 
run!" 

Dave  listened  and  gloomed  and  finally  took 
a  great  resolution.  He  might  just  as  well  be 
Iionest  with  himself-the  round-up  would 
never  be  the  same  without  Sam.  The  cook  had 
been  a  cowhand  in  his  time  and  he  hadn't 
trailed  cattle  up  through  the  Panhancne  for 
iiothing.  Therefore  he  would  not  match  his 
speed  against  the  wild  horses. 

"Say,  lAIister  JMcA^cy,  I  want  to  git  a  month 
off." 

"Wlk  e're  you  going  now?  This  isn't  an- 
other trij)  to  Dogholc?" 

"1  hoped  you'd  done  i'orgot  thai,"  Dave  an- 
swered .severely.  "No,  sir,  1  want  to  go  and 
git  Hcll-on- Wheels." 

"How  could  you  catch  him?     I've  tried;  all 
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the  l)oys  have  tried.  And  you  haven't  ridden 
in  ten  years." 

"You  let  me  try  and  you'll  see."  Dave  tried 
to  draw  in  liis  waist  and  a])pear  athietie  as  the 
manager  i-an  his  eye  over  his  two  hundred  and 
fourteen  ])ounds. 

"You  couhhrt  get  that  mule  in  a  tliousand 
yeaivs.  Unless"— as  an  afterthought— "you 
spread  breadpans  all  over  the  range  and  set 
traps." 

"There's  where  you're  wrong,  Mister  ^Mc- 
Yey,  sir.  I  ain't  rode  mueh  since  I  took  to 
cookin',  hut  I'm  pretty  active.  You  gimme 
that  month  and  you'll  see." 

"Go  ahead.  I'd  just  as  soon  pay  the  re- 
ward to  you  as  to  anybody  else — sooner." 

Sam  was  the  first  of  tjic  hand  to  sight  the 
enemy  trudging  through  the  sand  of  the  plain 
to\\ard  them.  Far  l«ehind  a  hurro  followed, 
led  by  another  man  on  foot.  This  truly  was 
interesting.  The  mule  advanced  for  a  closer 
inspection  and  the  others  awaited  liis  verdict, 

38 


OL'  sa:m 

having  implicit  confidence  in  liim  as  a  sentinel. 
Thus  it  hiippened  that  Dave  gained  to  within 
three  hundred  yards  hefore  Sam  ilagged  his 
tail  and  departed.  The  horses  massed  swiftly 
hiU)  a  compact  hody  and  followed,  hut  they 
did  not  run  as  thty  would  have  run  from 
mounted  men.  Instinctively  I  hey  knew  that 
Ih.is  thing  on  two  legs  could  not  catch  them,  so 
it  was  at  a  swhiging  trot  that  thev  hreasted 
a  hill. 

On  its  crest  the  mustangs  slowed  down; 
they  dropped  to  a  walk  and  turned  to  look 
back  at  what  pursued.  'J'hei-e  pIodde<l  old 
Dave,  apparently  paying  them  no  special  at- 
tention, hut  nevertheless  coming  in  th.  ir  direc- 
tion. Once  more  Sam  waited  until  the  cook 
came  within  shouting  distance,  then,  the  buck- 
ski?)  raising  the  alarm,  they  cantered  off. 

So  it  went  all  the  afternoon.  Dave  made 
no  attempt  to  get  close  up  with  them;  he  did 
not  conceal  his  approach;  he  did  not  stalk  them; 
and  he  was  especially  cautious  not  to  alarm 
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to  an  extent  lliat  wcjuld  send  them  "lediv^ 
lor  miles.  Instead,  lie  was  satisfied  merely  to 
keep  them  in  sight.  Sometimes  he  paused  to 
wipe  the  sweat  from  his  faee  and  neck,  hut  he 
hetrayed  no  impatience.  Far  hehind  a  liurro 
foUowed,  led  hy  another  man  on  foot,  and 
when  the  eook  chano-ed  hi;,  course  so  (lid  the 
hurro,  still  maintaining  its  distance. 

Sam  was  sorely  puz/led.  That  s.jut  figure 
possessed  a  peculiar  attraction  for  him.  Wlien 
he  had  put  a  considerahle  tract  hetween  himself 
and  it,  he  could  not  forhear  to  stop  and  watch 
what  it  would  do.  Still  it  came  on— yet  it  was 
not  threatening.  'J1ic  mule's  sense  of  danger 
^vas  lulled.  And  he  v.as  not  the  only  per- 
plexed memher  of  the  hand:  curiosity  had  the 
stallion  in  its  grip,  too.  There  was  not  a  horse 
ajnong  ihe  fixe  rovers  hut  would  slacken  gait 
to  ascertain  where  the  foolish  pursuer  walked 
now. 

By  the  time  the  sun  died  heliind  a  fringe 
of  liills,   Sam  and    the  others   were  horrihly 
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thirsty.  TJiey  s^vun^r  around  in  a  wide  semi- 
circle and  struck  for  a  lake  six  m'  s  distant 
Dave  foJlowcd.  Hardly  had  they  drunk  half 
their  till,  standin-  waist-deep  in  the  cooling 
water,  when  the  expectant  mule  warned  them 
of  the  approach  of  that  shadowing  figure. 
They  waded  out  and  made  ofF  reluctantly. 

The  cook   arrived    two   minutes   later'  and 
stretched  out  on  his  hack  on  the  edge  of  the 
lake  and  thought  with  sweet  sorro^v  of  the  davs 
when    he    weighed    one    hundred    and    sixty 
Presently  the  man  with  the  hurro  joined  Knn 
and  they  took  down  their  hedding,  staked  out 
the  tireless  pack-anin.al,  built  a  lire  of  dried 
broomweed,  and  ate. 

"They  won't  go  far  from  here  to-night  It 
.list  happens  there  ain't  any  water  nearer  than 
twenty  miles.  Xo-oo,  1  reckon  thev-11  \nuur 
round  somewheres  near,"  Dave  observed,  roll- 
ing a  cigarette. 

He  divined  correctly.     Sam  and  his  compan- 
K)ns  discovered  that  they  were  hungry,  very 

41 


THE    UNTAMED 

hungry.  While  llicy  did  not  realize  it,  they 
had  eaten  little  that  ai'tonioon,  for  no  sooner 
would  they  shake  oft'  the  pursuer  and  fall  to 
nil)l)lini>'  nervously  at  the  dried  grass  than  he 
would  reai)iy^ar,  persistent  as  their  own  sliad- 
ows,  and  thev  would  continue  their  lli<'ht. 
Now  he  followed  no  more,  and  they  must  eat. 
Eat  tiiev  did  to  some  extent,  hut  a  hurninL!: 
curiosity  and  a  vague  uneasiness  had  seized 
upon  them.  They  felt  irresistihly  attracted  by 
the  camptire  that  sparkled  in  the  <larkness 
down  1)y  the  water  they  craved;  time  after 
time  they  would  near  it  fearfully.  ^Vithout 
turning  his  head  Dave  knew  that  dozens  of 
wondering  eyes  surveyed  him  from  the  outer 
rim  of  dark  fifty  yards  away. 

Before  dawn  the  cook  and  his  assistant  had 
made  fast  the  I)urro's  burden  with  the  "dia- 
mond hilch,"  and  hard  u])on  the  coming  of 
light  Dave  started  out  alone.  In  an  hour  he 
was  in  sight  of  the  nmstangs.  Sam  shook  his 
head  in  irritation   and   the   band   moved   off 
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slowly.     Dave  followed.     Far  ])chin(l  came  a 
burro,  led  by  a  man  on  foot. 

lie  eaniped  at  noon  in  a  stretch  of  alkali,  and 
because  there  was  no  water  near  tlicy  partook 
sparingly  of  some  the  cook  carried  in  tins  slung 
over  the  burro's  load.  As  for  the  beast,  he 
must  wait  till  nightfall,  which  did  not  worry 
the  burro  in  the  least.  Well  Dave  knew  that 
the  mustangs  must  make  for  water. 

A  dozen  times  in  a  day  the  cook  would  be 
out  of  view  of  the  fugitives  and  a  dozen  times 
he  would  catch  up  with  them.  distur])ing  their 
intermittent    grazing.     It    is  doubtful    if  he 
averaged  more  than  twenty  miles   in  twenty- 
four  hours;  it  is  certain  that  the  wild  horses 
covered  nearly  three  times  that  distance  in 
their  outbursts  of  panic  and  their  doublings 
back  on  the  pursuer.     The  chase  led  hi  a  tri- 
angle that  took  in  all  the  water-holes  within  a 
radius  of  ninety  miles,  and  almost  always  Dave 
contrived  to  arrive  before  the  band  had  got 
quite  their  fill. 
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S'^.m  had  lost  at  least  a  liu.'dred  pounds  ])y 
the  end  of  a  week  and  was  beeome  gaunt  and 
savage.  Se\eral  of  the  colts,  only  a  few 
months  old,  gave  u])  the  flight  and  their  moth- 
ers forsook  the  band  in  safety,  tlie  pursuers 
ignoring  them.  The  others  ke[)t  on.  Sanfs 
contempt  foi  the  slow  crawling  thing  behind 
them  Avas  changing  to  a  haunting  dread,  and 
he  became  su])ject  to  petty  fits  of  irritation. 
\\''hy  couldift  the  enemy  come  on  boldly? 
Why  couldn't  he  match  his  speed  v.ith  their<5 
in  one  grand  rush^  l'»ut  ?io,  there  he  was,  pa- 
tient ly  legging  it  through  the  sand,  through 
grass,  over  foothills,  up  mountain  trails, 
through  gorges,  down  into  valleys.  A  hor- 
rible fascination  took  possession  of  Ihe  mule. 
Had  Dave  turned  about  to  retrace  his  steps, 
it  is  j)rol)abK  that  Sain  uould  ha\e  I'ollowed 
out  of  curiosity  to  see  where  he  was  going;  but 
Dave  still  came  on. 

iVboul  this  time,  too,  they  got  a  taste  of  real 
summer.     I'rom  an  emptv  skv  tin-  sun  smote 
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the  land,  browning  the  hills,  (•ri.sj)ing  the  grass 
in  tlie  valleys  until  it  craekkd  into  dust.  First 
one  mountain  stream  ceased  to  run,  then  a 
the 
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other;  ami  it  imist  have  been  four  hundred 
hours  since  he  liad  had  his  ii.l  of  water.  ]\Jore 
than  once,  in  d  frenzy  of  revolt,  he  put  five 
miles  between  him  and  Iiis  elin<rin^'  disturber; 
but  after  two  hours  of  uneasy  nibbiin^n'  he  would 
be  interrupicd  onee  again  -and  ;i<j^ain  must 
move  on.  W'h.at  foo.l  he  /jcot  failed  to  nourish 
as  it  .biiould,  and  the  rest  he  snatehed  was  not 
'•est.  !n  the  niiiiit,  ^\\m^  he  nilii,ht  have  lost 
his  foe,  the  niule  knew  well  that  he  was  near, 
for  tluTf  in  (he  blackness  his  lire  sent  up  its 
sparks  and  it  drew  him  and  his  eom])anions  like 
a  nuiu'nrf .  Xo  matter  where  they  roamed,  tlie 
c'jok  m:it!;.i.;ed  lo  spend  the  d;n-k  hours  near 
^\at(^,  ;i!i(i  the  l);uid  could  not  tear  themselves 
froni  the  \icinitv. 

There  eainc  a  day  wh.'n  Sam's  ribs  showed 
j)itifully  lhrou«ih  his  n»u<^h  coat  and  he  .shiilllLd 
along-  in  desperate  dejection,  his  ears  floppin;;. 
A  hea\\  laliguc  numbed  his  limbs,  uuidc  cruel 
weights  of  theui.  and  he  v,'as  Miirsty.  deliriously 
thirsty:  but  if  his  j)light  was  bad.  Hint  of  the 
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niustaii-s  was  worse.  They  stumbled  cou^rh. 
ing  tlirougli  tlic  dust,  too  tired  to  lift  their 
feet.  Oecasionally  one  broke  into  a  half- 
liearted  trot  Mhieh  ,survi\ed  only  a  few  steps. 
The  raec  was  run. 

Within  six  hours  the  band  be-an  to  break 
up.     First  the  mares  and  eolts  dropped  out, 
careless  of  what  niiojit  befall.     The  mothers 
M-ent  weakly  to  feedir)-  on    the   burnt   grass, 
their  offsprino-  hovc-in-  near  in  the  last  staues 
of  exhaustion;  but  to  these  Dave  paid  no  at- 
tention.    IK.  was  after  Ileli-on-Wheels,  and 
lie  did  not  intend  to  injeet  neu    lilV  into  the 
jaded  survivors  by  the  slauohter  of  their  beaten 
eompanio.is.      Uy  his  onlers  Charlie,  too,  i,n- 
n()red  rhem,  tiiou-h  his  finders  ildied  as  l2s 
mind  dwelt  on  Ih'-  rew.ird. 

l<"«njr  of  the  hor.f.s  hi-..e<l,  sia^rn.,re,|  for- 
ward  r  few  paces  and  fell  iKliind.  siunl,  sway- 
ing" dizzily  as  they  uiov,.!  aside-  l„  let  Dave 
pass.  'JMiey  were  oblivious  to  cverylhino-  no^v, 
iiiseiisiblc  to  peril,  searcely  able  to  discern  ob- 
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jects  tlirougii  their  o-lazcd  eyes;  but  Sam  and 
the  stallion  and  sonic  few  kept  on.  Dave 
followed. 

Hot  rebellion  sur/:,^ed  np  in  the  mule  more 
than  once,  sapping  his  last  ounee  of  spirit.  Up 
would  go  his  head  in  deliance  and  he  would  in- 
crease his  lead;  but  the  strength  was  ebbing 
from  the  wondei-l'ul  museles  of  him;  he  was  sick 
at  heart  and  wanted  to  lie  down.  Ahead,  r':r- 
haps  an  hour's  walk,  he  knew  there  was  water. 
He  must  reach  that.  Would  this  thing  that 
hung  to  their  rear  never  give  them  respite? 

Dave  trudged  now  only  twenty  yards  back. 
He  was  footsore,  a  fearful  weariness  was  ujion 
him  and  the  heat  wa;j  awful.  Yd  no  thought 
of  giving  uj)  occurred  to  his  luiiid;  his  patience 
was  unfailing.  Xcl  once  did  he  do  a  hurried 
thing  to  alarm  the  quarry. 

It  was  the  twenty-fourth  day.  All  around 
them  slrctchcd  a  dtseit  cf  alkali  broken  by 
j)atches  of  tree-cactus  and  clumps  of  bear- 
grass,  and  tin-ough  the  white,  ihaiky  dust  Sam 
toiled  dispiritedly  a  do/en  yards  in   front  of 
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the  stallion.  Bcliind  the  falterln*.  huckskin 
hmped  five  skeletons  of  horses,  and  ten  vards 
behind  the  hindcrniost  walked  Dave.  There 
was  no  need  that  Cliarlie  remain  far  in  rear. 
The  mustangs  did  not  notiee  him,  and  he  fol- 
lowed elose  with  the  burro. 

The  rovers  had  drunk  deep  that  morning  at 
a  spring  on  tl.e  ed<rc  of  the  desert-this  l)eing 
as  Dave  would  have  it-and  now  all  vigor  of 
body  and  spirit  had   departed.     Sana's   head 
swung  low  to  the  ground,  his  knees  were  shak- 
ing and  ho  saw  nothing  of  whal    he  passed. 
To  liis  bloodshot  eyes   Ihese  seorehed   wastes 
^^erc  a  wavering  mist,  and  he  kne^v  only  that 
he  must  go  on. 

Suddenly,  as  though  by  telepathic  agree- 
ment, the  weird  procession  hahed.  !sam 
turned.  lU  faced  the  cook  as  he  cauv-  up 
Without  hesitation,  rope  in  han.l.  Dave  slipped 
the  noose  aln.ut  his  neck  and  rubl)ed  the  dusty 
muzzle  sujik  against  his  hip. 
^^  "Vou  ol'fnol,  you!'   he  moulhe.I   at   him. 

"What  you  mean  bv  runoino-  /Wi'  *k:..  . 
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Didn't  yon  know  tliat  team  weren't  no  good 
Mithout  you?  ^Vliat  did  you  reckon  1  v;as  'j-o- 
ing  to  do,  you  pore  oV  son-of-a-gun?" 

ITc  ran  liis  eye  over  the  emaciated  body ;  then 
liLs  glance  fell  to  his  own   slu-unken  outline. 

"I  reckon  we're  ])')[])  some  thinner,  Sam. 
And  my  feet's  awful  sore.  What  yon  need  is 
corn.     Here,  Charlie,  ginmie  that  'morale'!" 

Staked  out  with  the  noschag  over  his  head, 
the  mide  munched  dnllv  oji  the  life-n-ivino- 
grai?i,  AAhile  Dave  prepared  dinner  and  diarlie 
moved  from  ])oint  to  point  on  the  ])lain  willi 
a  rifle,  earning  half  a  month's  pav  every  lime 
he  got  near  a  horse.  Charlie  !)euan  to  fio-ure 
he  would  ];e  a  rich  cowman  some  day. 

Two  hours  later  the  men  were  smokin<v  in 
the  peace  and  content  of  hard  work  well  done, 
Avht  n  Sam  talked  stiffly  to  the  end  of  his  ro])e. 
By  straining  on  it  he  could  just  reach  the 
edge  of  the  cam[)fire.  Dave  rose  up  on  his 
elbow. 

"Hi,  fliere!  Git  your  nose  out'n  tliat  pan, 
you  rascal!     I  swan,  h  ■' ;  liuntirig  for  bread." 
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SIX  frowsy  buzzards  f;at  on  a  tree  and 
made  mock  of  his  hunger.  With  liis 
bushy  tail  (h'oopino-  dismally  between  liis 
legs,  he  /igzagged  his  way  up  t!ie  wide,  dry 
bed  of  Red  River,  flitting  from  cover  to  cover 
like  an  uneasy  ghost,  l^p  one  steep  bank  he 
sidled,  to  squat  on  his  haunches,  whence  he  sur- 
veyed the  camp  hungrily. 

"There's  a  big  of  kiyote,"  said  the  hoodlum 
driver.     "Git  your  gun,  Dave." 

The  cook  al)and()ned  the  washi)an  with  alac- 
rity and  ransacked  the  chuck-wagon  for  his 
wea])on.  When  he  rejoined  ^rac  the  coyote 
was  still  in  view,  but  he  seemed  farther  away. 
lie  done  ni(j\ed.  I  cain't  hit  him  from 
liere,"  said  the  cook. 
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"I  been  AvatcliiiifT  liini  and  he  ain't  budged. 
Yes,  he  has,  too.  I'll  swan,  I  never  seen  Iiim 
do  it." 

The  prairie  wolf  now  sat  a  good  three  hun- 
dred yards  awa\',  liis  back  to  tlie  camp,  as 
though  indifferent  and  contemptuous  of  it. 
Dave  knelt  on  one  heel,  took  slow,  careful  aim, 
and  fired.  A  spurt  of  sand  five  yards  short  of 
the  coyote  Avas  the  result.  Tho  animal  half 
turned  his  head,  the  sensitive  u])})cr  lip  quiv- 
ered and  curled  over  the  wicked  I'angs,  for  all 
tlie  world  like  a  sneer,  and  tluii  lie  resumed  his 
placid  scrutiny  of  nothing.  3Iac  i'orcibly  re- 
moved the  rifie  from  Dave's  grasp,  deaf  to  his 
picturesciue  explanation  of  the  miss,  adjusted 
the  sight  and  lay  down, 

"You  had  it  sighted  for  a  hunderd  yards," 
he  rebuked.     "1  put  her  up  a  few  iKitches." 

"Whee-ee-ee,"  whined  a  snuh-nosed  leaden 
pellet.  A  spurt  of  sand  li\  e  yards  I)eyond  the 
coyote  was  the  result.  It  aroused  the  animal 
to   instant    activity,     li'  he    was   not   beyond 
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range,  tlien  tlie  wa-on  had  a  belter  crun  than 
he  had  ever  met  with,  so  he  glided  away  like  a 
fihadow. 

"Tliere  noes  two  dollars  bountv,"  sjohcd  the 
cook  reoretfully.  "That's  just'what  I  done 
lost  to  Jaek,  slujotin'  crai)s  last  njoht." 

"\Vhere-s  tl.at  Hester's  ol'  d„o.  that  was 
smelliiio-  round  tlie  pots  this  iiiornii)o-r'  Mac 
demanded.  "There  he  goes  now.  Hj-yl,  ol' 
feller!     Go  n-jt  hi„,,  boy!     Go  to  him!''' 

A  yellow  mon-rel,  half  shepherd  and  a  mix- 
ture of  other  breeds,  abandoned  his  slinking 
tour  of  the  camp  and  became  at  once  a  re- 
spectable, alert  do^r,  with  a  job.  He  sighted 
the  fleeino-  coyote,  and,  oiving  tongue,  fol- 
lowed after. 

"He  won't  never  catch  him.  Those  hT  ol' 
i<i-yoles  kin  or* run  a  streak  of  li-htning,  and 
•stoj)  to  slee{)  a-doing  it,"  said  .Alac. 

It  was  evident  that  the  pursuit  did  not  worry 
the  fuuitive  n-reatly.  He  Iojk-.I  along  casilv, 
with  the  dog  gaining  at  every  frantic  leap  until 
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a  scant  yard  separated  thciii,  wlien,  still  main- 
taining his  careless  gait,  the  coyote  veered  to 
the  south;  and  vet  the  distance  between  them 
did  not  diminish.  The  dog  was  blowing  and 
jjurting  throaty  threats,  while  the  wolf  watched 
him  out  of  the  corner  of  one  eye.  With  a 
mad  burst  of  speed  the  cur  gained  a  yard, 
whereupon  something  happened.  Without 
appearing  to  strain  himself  at  all,  the  coyote 
simjjly  disappeared  from  view  over  the  ricxt 
rise.  The  dog  had  seen  a  pepper-and-salt, 
gray  streak  ilasli  o^'cr  the  crest,  i)ut  that  was 
all.  lie  stopi)ed  in  a  dazed  sort  of  way  to 
figure  the  matter  out. 

\Vhile  he  was  figuring,  a  foxlike  head  poked 
itself  over  a  clump  of  bear-grass  and  the  coyote 
yauned  in  his  face.  Once  more  the  chase  was 
on,  with  redoubled  fury. 

This  was  an  old  game  to  Scartoe.  He  had 
raced  all  sorts  of  dogs,  from  collie  to  fox  ter- 
rier, and  only  once,  when  a  greyhound  ran 
him,  had  he  stood  in  danger.     Greatly  to  his 
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chagrin  and  alanii  on  tliat  occasion,  he  liatl 
been  forced  to  switch  the  lithe  pursuer  unex- 
pectedly into  a  harb-wire  division- fence,  to  save 
his  hide.  As  he  ran  now  he  was  studying  this 
loud-voiced  antagonist  of  the  yellow  hair. 
AVhatever  he  saw,  the  result  was  \vholly  sur- 
prising, lie  increased  his  lead  by  ten  yards, 
then  whirled  about  and  sat  down,  iw  ^vhicli  the 
dog  plow<nl  np  the  ground  i'or  fi\e  feet  in 
a  panic-stricken  effort  to  put  on  the  brakes, 
and  promptly  changed  his  course.  Still 
growling,  he  trotted  away  towai.;  a  cactus  far 
to  the  left,  as  tlunigh  suddenly  niafle  aware  of 
something  extremely  interesting  to  be  found 
there. 

The  coyote's  lip  flickered,  and  he  walked  to 
the  sandy  sides  of  a  ravine.  With  a  final  look 
back  from  its  top,  he  descended  leisurely;  then, 
once  in  the  creek  bed,  glided  at  top  speed  in 
an  opposite  direction,  ile  was  bound  home- 
^vard. 

All  of  wliich  goes  to  show  the  delicacy  of 
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coj'ote  ju(]<^ir.cnt  and  ilie  (Icpllis  of  liis  kiiovl- 
ed^L'  of  Iimuaii  aiul  canine  nature.  For  there 
are  do^s  wliieli  will  close  on  a  coyote  and  kill 
liini  at  the  iirst  (;{)j)ortunity  and  with  no  hesi- 
tation. Pluck  does  'lot  run  exclusively  in 
breesis,  aiid  indi\  idual  doi>s  of  all  kinds  have 
been  known  to  .i^o  for  the  prairie  thief  at  slight, 
and  e\en  for  the  redoubtable  loI)o;  l)ut  others 
there  are  whicli  \\  ill  shirk  !i  lussle  with  this 
scorned  of  the  wolf  tribe,  this  s'-aven^^rr  and 
outcast  of  the  wild.  And  a  coyoli',  l)ein;4-  low- 
est in  (he  r;ud;s  of  those  obsessed  of  f(;u\  is  the 
readiest  to  delect  cowardice  in  others;  more- 
over, lie  has  the  cuiuiinn'  to  pidfit  by  it. 

P'njoyab'.'  as  this  little  brealhei-  had  been,  it 
had  not  jM'o\idid  (he  iii' al  for  which  he  was 
seurchin;jj.  Hatlu  r  it  had  wh-.tled  the  <.i,naw- 
in;.;"  demand  for  it  and  the  prospect  of  ob'ain- 
in^  jinytjiint^  seemed  more  re?)i()te  than  ever, 
because  he  had  buibied  some  hopes  on  scraps 
from  the  ean'j).  Scailoe  eased  lo  a  walk-  not 
the  brisk,  firm  ])atter  of  the  do^^  but  a  sneak- 
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ing,  apolo^retic.  lortuou.s  gait,    that    was    yet 
swift  and  woiulerfuliy  noiseless. 

Prairie  dons  there  were  none,  thoun-li  he 
scour  tlie  lengtli  and  l)readth  ol'  six  liundred 
s(]uare  miles,  l^oison  had  clone  its  work  tjior- 
oughly  and  oidy  the  enii)ty  holes  remained, 
hall'  grown  over  with  grass  and  weeds,  a  eon- 
stant  nicnaee  to  horsemen.  Oi"  ground  scjuir- 
rel  there  were  a  few,  and  at  certain  seasons  the 
sage  grouse  furnished  him  sueeulent  meals; 
hut  these  were  triiles,  after  all,  and  it  took 
■nlinite  j)atieriee  and  stealth  L)  seein-e  them. 

Scartoe  erejjt  shmlwise  ui)  a  ridge  and  took 
a  look  ai-ound.  The  sun  heat  down  on  a  land 
i'  had  desolated.  Where  ereek>  had  h<en  were 
now  gorges  of  haked  elay:  a  long  stretch  of 
sage-grass  was  while  with  dust  and  eraekling; 
large  fissures  (hmihly  voiced  the  narelied 
ground's  protests;  (he  hear-grass  and  eaclus 
shourd  serawny  an  dried-  and  ahove  this 
seo.ehed  land  rose  a  eano))y  of  jumhled  wjiitf 
<'h)uds,   ma..;nili(c;!!,  matchless.     A    svun-    or 
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two  of  lean  cattle  were  i)ro\v.si;io-  on  the  slopes, 
DiliMin-^'  tlie  loii^,  xdlov  Ijcaii  pods  from  mes- 
(luite  trees,  I)ut  ol'  otlier  .sinns  oi  life  there  were 
none,  save  the  seiirrviny-  ^r-en  and  blue  and 
golden-brown  li/anls,  which  darted  from  stone 
to  stone  at  ania/in;^'  sj)eed. 

.And  tliis  had  been  the  style  of  his  hnnting 
for  we(  ks,  so  tliat  be  was  naunt  and  desi)erate. 
Xothin.i4'  in  all  thr  world  in  the  siiape  of  meat, 
ixeept  creatures  so  Jar^e  and  strong  he  dare 
not  attack.  Xothing  -  his  restless  eves  he- 
came  riveted  on  a  bush  not  fifty  yards  lo  liis 
riglil.  Snrcly  something  liad  stirred  tliere. 
His  ?iose  was  ibiiist  forward  to  give  his  ex- 
traoi'dinarily  sln^ng  sense  of  smell  a  chance, 
and  it  told  bim  what  his  eyes  were  miable 
\\boll\  to  deline.  Tliere  was  a  calf  behind  that 
bush. 

His  famished  stomach  drove  him  forward, 
while  his  natural  eowai-diee  whispered  caution. 
Jt  was  i)laiii  to  him  that  Ibe  calf  was  verv 
young.     (Jlherwise  he  would  have  wanted  the 
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assistance  of  a  hrother  niaraiulcr.  Even  now, 
however,  those  cattle  grazing  on  the  slopes 
haunted  liini,  \,Ui  a  fleeting  glance  over  the  im- 
mediate vieinily  assured  liini  tlie  prey  was  un- 
guarded. So  he  stole  forward.  Ilis  advance 
was  a  miracle  of  furtive  effort,  and  such  was 
the  beast's  inherited  cunning  that,  (piite  uncon- 
scjously,  he  to(;k  advantage  of  sj)ots  where  his 
color  i)lended  so  harmoniously  with  the  rough 
ground  that  wolf  and  rock  and  shrub  were  in- 
distinguishable. 

The  gods  of  little  calves  must  lave  ])een 
wide-awake  that  day;  else  what  could  have 
prom[)ted  the  youngster  to  siir  and  lift  his 
liead^  He  had  heard  no  soujid;  no  scent  had 
reached  his  nostrils.  The  coyote  nas  too  old 
a  hand  at  stalking  for  that.  A  pair  of  round, 
fear-distended  eyes  were  tin-ned  toward  the 
terrible  thing  that  shot  through  space  straight 
ior  ilis  n.ck.  and  a  plaintive  bawl  was  cut  sl/)rt 
in  the  middle.  That  was  because  the  calf  got 
mio  action— act  inn  ([uicker  liian  any  in  lus  life 
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of  three  weeks.  He  lurdicd  upward  and  de- 
parted, minus  the  left  ear.  The  beast  snarled 
and  turned  to  pursue,  but  a  noise  diverted  him. 
Like  a  man  waking  from  a  dream,  tlie  coyote 
cauoht,  too  late,  the  rush  of  hoofs.  He  shrank 
aside,  but  not  far  enougli.  The  mother's  horns 
caught  him  above  the  shoulder  and  ri])pe(;  im 
to  the  (lank,  tossing  him  five  feet  into  the  air. 
When  he  came  down  he  tarried  not,  but, 
bloody,  torn  and  mad  with  fear,  sought  the 
safety  of  his  canon  retreat. 

His  wile  and  five  babies  were  awaiting  him. 
He  had  been  out  all  nigfl  on  his  ])rowl  for 
food,  and  it  was  now  three  hours  after  sunup, 
tiiehour  uhen.onbnarily.  he  would  be  stretched 
out  r.P  a  Minny  kn,)!l,  taking  a  nap  in  Hie  con- 
lent  (d"  a  full  stomach.     A  score  of  yards  from 
tlie  d(fi  his  nose  lold  jiim  that  fbr  familv  had 
fed,  so  I..'  eame  trotting  cKjun  [\\v  rocky  cr.  ek- 
bed,  stiflly  expectant.      The  liny,  furry,  bn,.id- 
heuded  pu|)^  were  snarling  and  tugging  at  the 
remnants  of  a   riical   and,   hungry  though  lie 
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was,  he  paused  to  watch  them  with  a  certain 
fatherly  pride.  Then,  at  a  ^^rowl  from  his 
nuite,  he  slunk  forth  a^'ain  on  his  quest.  His 
wound  snmrted,  hut  did  nc.t  eripple  am,  and 
hunoer  was  a  sfjur. 

He  found  wliat  his  Avife  had  said  he  would 
fiMd,  the  remains  of  the  oil'al  of  u  lieifer  wJiieh 
the  outfit  liad  killed  the  previous  day  for  food. 
Luckier  in  l,er  search,  the  mother  coyote  liad 
come  upon  the  ahandoned  camp  late'tlie  })re- 
vious  ni<rj,t,  thouo-h  it  was  ten  miles  from  home 
and  she  disliked  such   dista.it    l-untino-;    and, 
luain^r  fed,  sheiiad  carried  a  hun-e  strip  of  the' 
entrails  to  her  hahies.     The  wolfdnneawava 
couple  of  huzzards  and  fell  upon  this  sava-ely ; 
and,  havinn^  «orn-ed,  sat  down  to  lick  his^cut.' 
In  a  few  minutes  he  moved  painfully  on  the 
back  trail,  for  his  hurts  were  stiffenin^r. 

The  family  kome  was  a  simple  at!  air,  such  as 
the  original  lannlies  of  Inunan  kir.<l  miul.t  have 
b^Mun  life  with.  AnylhiuK  provi.lcd' with  an 
<>l<'actor  could  ascertain  its  ,,n.pin.,uify  at  a  dis- 
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tance  of  forty  yards,  for  it  gave  off  tlie  sting- 
ing,  musty  odor  of  tlie    wolf   tribe.     There 
were  dso  numerous  faint  trails  hard  by,  .some 
of  them  l)lind  trails,  contrived  cunningly  to 
draw    the    s(uj>id    Jauitcr    astray.     The    gen- 
nine  paths  le(i  inio  a  broader,  clearly-defined 
one  which  ended  in  a  hole  abont  two  feet  square 
in  the  wall  of  an  arroy,,,  and  this  entrance  was 
concealed  IVoni  the  casual  observer  by  a  scrub- 
cedar  that  chn)g  l(,  a  precarious  foothold  and 
subsisted  on    nothing.     Xo    water   had    come 
down  this  chaunel  in  generations  and  they  felt 
safe  on  tiiat  score. 

The  hallway  of  the  home  was  little  more 
tl.an  a  yard  h,ng.  It  kd  Into  a  den  whereto 
"o  lighi  penetratcd-a  hollowed  space  ,,er- 
l'^'^  two  and  a  half  feet  high,  and  laroc 
^"ough  for  ,be  head  of  the  house  to  turn 
^"•'"""'  '"•  '''J--*'  --'-e  also  son,e  ran.ifica- 
t'<"-^  to  ;t,  f  .nr  smaller  cells  dug  out  in  the 

■sa.ue  iasluon.  .n.l  ,.nt  .,(•  one  of  these  another 
passage  led  upward.     It  eame  out  on  top  of 
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the  eml,ankn,e„t.  Uvcnty  fc-ot  awav;  f„,  Sc,„- 

"f  Icltinff  I.i.s  ,!„„,i,ile  I,c,„„>c  „  trap.     He  ,1, 
-.•ed  it  to  1,0  a  haven  a„,I,  tl,c,-ef„re,  I,e  l,a,l 
selcctcl  a  ,-esi,lc.,u.e  ,vill,  a  ,,„ek  ,1„„,,  „,„„„.,, 

nK-st  of  Us  tribe  co„to„te,l  tl,cn,sclves  .Hh 
an  entrance, 

Tl,i.,  caution  was  hal,it„„l  ,v;tl,  M,,,  an,l  „-as 

l.e    chil,!    of    e.,,erie„ce.     Ivxpcriencc    l,a,l 

au«l,t  hi,,,  some  hitte,.  lessoos  a„,l  I,a,l  „iy,„ 

''">"';-'a,„c.     For,  i„  ti,e  sp,.i„.  ,„•  „,e  ,e„ 

whc„  he  ,-cad,e.I  his  f„||  hei^hl  an.l  „as  fille,! 

"'"'  <•"""■''  "'■  l»^  »''-^"«tI'.  a  fa„,i„e  th,.eat. 

;■';;•  '^''-^  ""'f  ->«"'  '■-■  -.,!  ,.,t  „othi„.. 

I[.tl,o,-to  s„spielo„s  of  tl,e  hannts  of  „,c„   he 
"v.  ,ra„,e  his  lea,'s  at  last  an,I  rai,le,I  the  ra'„el, 

l'<..a.l,p,arte,-sa,„leameaway,vi,hah,stvvo„,„. 
rooste...     Xe.t  ,„•„,,  ,,,  „„^,„j,^^,^,  ^^;  ;^  ^^^^-J 

tl..s  feat,  an,I  „hile  „„si,.«.  ,he  skeleton  „r  ■, 
cow  lying  elose  to  the  ho„,e  j.ast,,,-,.  fenee 
«"n,ethi„„.s„app,.,,ove,.  his  foot.     .\  ,„„„,„■„: 

'"""  ^'""   ""■""«!'  I"-"'      \\-lKn    he   bounded 
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Iiloli  and  backward  to  cleai-,  lie  was  jerked  to 
the  nround. 

Clasped  like  a  vise  about  bis  toes  was  a  steel 
trap,    a   mercilessly   powerful   contraption   of 
chains,   ^^■e^p'   cd   with  two  hundred  pounds. 
It  had  him,  but  fortunately  his  lerr  was  not 
caught.     In    bis    frenzy   of   terror,    freedom 
was  worth  any  sacrifice  or  pain.     He  sank  his 
teeth  into  bis  own  flesh  and  ^rnawed  his  toes 
off,  and  holdin-   the   bleedin-  stump  up   in 
front  of  him,  fled  on  three  legs.     Xot  a  sound 
did  be  make  durincr  jiis  acrony.     It  was  not 
pluck,  but  a  stoicism  begot  of  fear.     Had  be 
whined      charge  of  buckshot  would  have  ended 
his  days;  for  the  cook  dozed  fitfully  behind  a 
wood])ile  fifty  yards  away. 

^Vben  the  foot  grew  well  he  was  a  trifle  short 
in  the  left  foreleg;  but  it  made  scarcely  any 
difference  in  his  gait.  The  only  difference 
^vas  in  the  trail  he  made,  and  from  that  he  was 
known  as  Scartoe. 

Tlie  hurt  the  cow  gave  liim  healed  with  as- 
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t"ni,sl,l„s  n,p!,lity,  for  M.nlisht  „„,1  a.y  air  are 
>  af„re-.s  .naftl.inns.  ^ylnl,  t„ki„g  ,  ;;^.^j^  .^ 
■•"..t  „f  I,is  ,!.„  ,H  ,t  affern,,m  an.I  ton-lcrlv 
l.ek,ng  the  raised  ™„nci.  ho  was  witncs,  of 
a  .st,-anj,e  encounter.     His  pups  uere  frisking 

•■•''""''• '"'"'■''"f^' ■-""' Srowling  ami  snapping  in 
youth  I  „I  enjoyment  of  life,  while  the  mother 
lay  hesKle  hi„,,  eneouraging  these  evidences  of 
pros])eetiie  adult  ferocity. 

At  tl,e  foot  of  the  Icnoll  whereon  fhev  re- 

posed,  something  rose,  wavering,  with  a  fear- 

"•'""«  '■""'^'  «"'•  the  pu;  s  scattered.     At 

the  same  mo„,ent  a  slmrp  hiss    u.swered  this 

.       i^iouing  and  ears 

«>cke,l,lH,.l,and  and  wife  wai:.d  for  the  hattle 
iiotHcen  these  enemies. 

A  dark  green  reptile  with  eream-eomred 
'-"Is  ahont  forty  incl,es  in  length,  was  cir- 
CnK  a  rattle.     The  latter  lay  coded,  readv  to 

'!'""■  '"'  ''"'''^  -"-""S  -'1  ■..Hurling  in  Ion. 
"I'l''-  ■  ■•"•■  liis  head  turne,!  to  follo.v  the  move- 
ments of  his  enen,y.     l.-.,Uy  ,;,  f^^,  ,.„  ,^^g,,^ 
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he  was  and  of  a  prodifi^ious  tliickness;  but  fcir 
had  ah'cady  entered  the  lieart  of  him.  The 
king-snake  sped  around  liiin  with  llie  speed  of 
h'ght;  onee,  twiee,  thriee  the  rattler  launolied 
a  hk)^v,  hut  tliere  'was  no  I'oe  there.  'Ihen 
the  niah'gnaiit  kilk'r  was  on  liini. 

A  king-snake  is  inunune  from  the  rattler's 
poison  and  wages  constant  warl'jire  on  all  rep- 
tiles. Such  is  the  steel-wire  strength  of  liis 
coils  that  the  size  of  an  adversary  never  daunts 
him  for  an  instant.  He  will  tackle  a  snake 
twice  his  si/e  and  weight,  and  lie  will  kill  him, 
too.  It  was  all  over  in  a  few  min\ites.  Kound 
and  round  his  victim  he  folded  himself;  each 
second  the  pressure  increased.  There  was 
some  desperate  flaying  of  the  gromid  as  the 
combatants  struggled,  for  the  enemy  of  all 
brute  creation  was  fighting  for  his  life.  When 
he  lay  dead,  the  king-snake  let  ^^o  and  tried  to 
swallow  him.  lie  did,  in  fact,  gel  liim  h;df 
down,  hut  the  practical  (iiilleulty  in  the  way 
of  surrounding  an  object   larger  than   one's 
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self  triumphed  ove-  ''is  appetite.     So  he  gave 
up  the  attempt  and  the  reptile. 

"Bow-wow !  Ivi-yi,  yeow-eow  -  eow  -  eow- 
eow.' 

Scartoe  stood  on  a  buttc,  with  his  nose  point- 
in^?  to  the  moon,  his  tail  between  his  legs,  and 
weirdly  gave  vent  to  his  IVdings  in  song.  It 
began  witli  two  short  barks  and  trailed  into  a 
succession  of  pierehig,  reverberating  yelps, 
that  melted  into  one  another  and  rolled  and 
echoed,  as  by  the  ventrilotjuist's  art,  until  the 
night  grew  hideous  with  the  clamor.  One 
would  have  sworn  that  a  hundred  coyotes  held 
the  hill,  and  were  indulging  in  some  funereal 
close-harmony. 

Tiiis  was  his  evensong.  It  came  welling  from 
his  throat  in  a  flood,  in  sj)ite  of  him,  and  the  coy- 
ote could  no  more  control  the  imj)ulsc,  the  in- 
heritance of  ages,  than  a  man  can  choke  back 
the  hiccoughs.  His  stomach  would  retch  and 
his   neck   muscles    work   in   the   throes  of   it 
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until  tlic  ^nnf^  Avas  released.  Once  again,  in 
the  c;);ii-.se  of  twenty-foui-  hours,  did  the  ini- 
])ulso  sci/c  him.  .Just  hcforc  tlie  sun  crenl 
over  [hv  ed^e  of  tiie  world  liis  nose  voiild  he 

" IJow-wou  !  Ki-yi,  yeow-eow  -  eow  -  eow- 
eow!" 

He  desisted  at  last  and,  eonsiderahly  up- 
lifted, de])arted  on  his  hunt  for  food.  A  score 
of  Jiis  fcHows  he  met  in  his  ])rowlinn\  some  hunt- 
ing in  couples;  hut  Searloe  was  a  family  man 
•diul  a  lone  niarander,  and  would  ha\  e  none  of 
tluju.  In  tlie  half  million  acres  composing 
the  I'aiich  \\  crc  fully  four  hundred  oi"  his  hrelh- 
len.  This  in  spite  of  a  once  vigorous  warfare, 
in  which  poison  and  trap  anrl  g  ;u  and  dog  had 
heeii  the  weapons.  In  the  last  three  \ears  the 
camjuiign  against  the  coyotes  had  waned, 
though  each  head  would  hring  the  taker  a 
hoiinly  at  the  I'ounty-seat  and  anotlu  r  at  h>  ai- 
(inailers. 

It  is  iiot  to  he  wondered  at  that  tlic  thieves 
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became  ariuo-ant  and  venturesome.     They  rev- 
eled  in    tlieir  depredations   and    pitted 'their 
keen  wits  ao-ain.t  „,an's  iiitelhgence  with  in- 
~^  hohhiess.     What  if  twenty  thousand 
ol   tlici"  brethmi  had  been  killed  in  the  pre- 
vious twelvemonth,  i„  the  national  forest  pre- 
serves alone?     Many  times  t.v.ntv  tliousand 
survived  in  the  eattJe  country    and  official  es- 
timate gives  it  that  each  coyote  does  damage  to 
stock  to  the  amount  of  one  liundred  dollars  an- 
nually.    Scartoe  must  have    passed,    on    the 
sdent  trails  in  his  night  hunt,  the  destrovers  of 
ten  thousand  dollars'  worth  of  stock  in  a  vear. 
Once  he  paused  in  a  patch  of  hroomweed 
tosendhisdokfulcry  toJhcstars.     It  g„p. 
^^led  from  his  throat  like  water  from  a  bottle. 
He  gave  tongue  no  u.ore  that  night.     From 

tl'e  mouth  of  a  canon,  fart,,  his  right,  sounded 
«  iong-urawn  howl,  phnntive,  threatening. 
Hardly  ha<l  it  ceased  than  a  piercing  .cream 

'>'-'^etromahacklHrrytre..u,th;nahun.lred 
yards  of  where  Scurtoc^  <  louched.     Truly  the 
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lords  of  the  wilds  were  abroad  to-iii^L;lit;  but  it 
was  not  tiie  panther's  cry  which  drove  Scartoe 
from  the  traih  Wliat  he  w;is  Ki^i'»;4"  lii^'lit-of- 
way  to  was  the  loho. 

Tile  coyote  (irew  oiT  a  sIikiI  di^iaiiee  and 
sank  huiui)ly  to  eartli  as  a  loafer  v.oli'  came 
running'  out  of  tiie  shadows.  lie  was  a  liuge 
t'elh)\\.  ahnost  I'vd  alnii^  ihe  i)aek,  i^ray  as  to 
his  uiideihody,  and  he  lo]»ed  })nrj)Osel'ully,  l)ent 
()!i  'sla;i,!.',hter.  Scartoe  .-.ank  lo\\er  and  ,H'ro>- 
ek(k  In  ima<4in.ation  he  was  fawning'  ui)on 
ti\is  mighty  creature  Ihat  in,s[)ired  him  with 
dread  nud  respect;  for.  tI\ou<j,li  of  ihe  same 
race,  liiey  were  far  apart  as  the  poles.  He 
knew  the  ma<.';niHcent  eonrat^'j  of  the  loai'er 
and,  when  the  King  liunted,  to  him  bek.nged 
the  trail. 

He  watched  lii'u  <^()  by,  and  once  more 
wended  his  (k  \  ious  \\ ay  across  country.  A 
nice  lillle  scheme  had  hatched  in  his  brain  as 
he  lay  there,  born  of  a  long-time  feud.  l''oity 
liH'keys,  eight  \    chickens   and  nineteen  cocks 
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'»verc  now  to  his  credit;  to  tlie  credit  of  the 
ranch-house  cook  slocjd  tlie  toes  ol'  his  left  fore- 
leg. One  lurkey-o-obblcT  remained  that  he 
knew  with  acemaey,  and  Seartoe  speculated 
pxea.'Jiirabiy  tlieieuii. 

i^■d  ^e  been  a  liunian  heino-,  lie  would  have 
lauol.cd  as  he  slid  under  the  outer  harh-wire 
fence  at   headcjuarters.     Ten   paces  away  lie 
had  scented  the  handiwork  of  man.     Sprinkle 
and  smooth  the  sand  as  he  mioht,  set  bait  and 
lay  tra{)  ever  so  cunnin-ly.  tbe  cook  could  not 
foil  tliat  marvelous  instinct.     There  were  but 
two   holes   by   which    Seartoe  could  enter   tlie 
pen;  before  he  started  he  was  well  aware  tha* 
a  trap  lay  in  earb.     Ai>,proachinK  one,  three 
iVa   from   it,  he  scratched    hx.se    stones    and 
earth  behind  him  in  a  shower  on  a  sp„t  which 
looked  too  smooth  and  invitino^  u,  I,i.s  i-ye  and 
u  here  hi.-,  nose  told  him  a  juan  had  fussed  with 
his  bands. 

At  last  he  was  rewarded.     A  stick  he  rolled 
over  t'>uched   the  sj.rinu,  and  the  steel  jaws 
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leaped  logetlier  with  a  cla^li.  He  proceeded 
to  d'l^  all  around  tlte  traj)  until  it  was  wholly 
exi)o.sed,  ai'ter  wiiich  he  oave  a  disdaijiful  sniif 
and  juiniieil  over  it.  Thirty  seconds  later  he 
emerged  from  the  i)en  bearinu-  a  fine,  fat  gob- 
bler, and  away  he  went,  careless  of  the  trail  of 
feathers  his  draggin^i'  T'l'^'y  made. 

'"S'ou-all  kin  see  Tor  yourself  what  he  done," 
cried  the  cook,  gloriously  profane,  next  morn- 
inn-,  '-lie  knowed  that  was  tliere  all  the  time 
and  sim])ly  .  nrung  it.  Ciot  tiiat  lil'  ol'  gob- 
bler, too;  last  one  1  had." 

"Ki-yotes  is  shore  smart,"  the  straw  l)oss 
agreed.     "Smart  as  humans,  1  reckon." 

"Smart  as  humans?"  the  cook  retorted  con- 
temptuously.    "Wliy,  oV  Dick  is  a  human." 

"That's  so,"  said  the  straw  boss  Ihouglit- 
fuliy.  "Well,  tliey's  smarter,  tluii:  smart  as 
a  good  hoss." 

"That  of  ki-yote  and  me"s  been  fighting  for 
three  years.  I  Fiear  had  him  (nice:  but  he 
dune  cha\s((l  his  foot  oil-   thev\s  tiiat  Ireacher- 
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0"s.  Oi.Jy  last  week  I  d.ne  set  u  rooster  in 
tliat  mesqnite  tree  there,  and  put  traps  all 
around,      lie  l.ul  to  step  in  one  to  .it   that 

'^"■;^  '^''OH-  what  he  .loner  The  eook's 
voiee  j-osc  tn  -i  Jw^,.i      'tmi 

^  '»  ^-ai  niv  shn-t  if  he 

^^'<Jn-t  go  ol!'  and  yit  a  friend,  who  sprung  tl- 
trap  and  got  ea.ght.  Vcs,  sir.  Then  ol' 
i^c^irioe,  he  done  jump  in  and  got  the  rooster." 

"Ever  try  poison^" 

'■>\-on-t  ,,.,,01,  il.  I,.,  ,^i„  ,„„,„  ,„,„,,.„,„^ 
fartl,o,--n  l,c.    ki„    sec.     .\,,.   ,.„„,    ,„„.^,    ,„„, 

'.^■^n-,l,„I.I,,,k„„,f„,,sc.u,.l,c,,lacc«l,m. 
'■''  ""^  '""1^  -''l^-  J-ny  tn,,,  1  „,,  ,,,  j,„t 
snntchc,  .tc.ncs  ,„•  slicks  ,m  to  it  until  1,0 
^-pnriffs  tlic  tliiily." 

Tl.e  stra.  W.  ,i,li„H  t„  a  ,livi,si„„  crnnp  the 

next , lay,  ,.anK.„,,„n,S,.a,lc,c  I niMK  to  imitate 
arockasl,,,  .,lc|,|„„,l,eh,„w„ra  liill      'iv 

'■'■''<■'■  ''■•"'  ""  "'■"■  l'"l  f;">  .l-vn  hi.s  r„,,e  a.,,! 
'■'"''■  '""'"'I  "'^'  »'^-I"  ■■  earel,.slv,  .,,  as  n„t 
'".  "'■""'  ''""■     ''-l'^-  -yote  1,1  i,i,.,  „,,,,,,„,,, 

""!'■■"  ""'-ty  yarJs,tl,e„  awoke  to  vawn;  hut 
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he  was  UTon^-  in  liis  tstiiiiatc  of  tlie  straw 
boss,  because  lliat  worthy  ^entlenuin,  hot  Vv'ith 
the  memory  ol'  Ihe  recent  incH^nity,  let  out  a 
whoop  and  ^t^ave  chase.  JJcfore  he  eouhl  '.varni 
up  into  anytiiin^Li'  hke  Ijis  usual  form,  a  rope 
sj)e(l  throu«4h  the  air  and  encircled  Scartoe's 
neck. 

Xow,  there  are  three  rules  to  observe  in  rop- 
ing coyotes.  The  iirst  is  not  to  rope  them,  and 
tile  other  two  do  not  matltr.  A  noose  was 
notljing  new  to  Scartoe  and  he  knew  the  parry. 
IJefore  it  could  tighten  and  jerk  him  into  eter- 
nity, he  took  one  slashing  bite  at  it  and  the  rope 
})arted,  cut  clean.  Next  moment  the  coyote 
had  mingled  with  the  scenery. 

lie  was  a  serious-minded  animal,  yet  he  per- 
mitted himself  some  diversion.^.  When  hi^- 
Mife  i'ound  the  remains  of  (lie  beef,  Scartoe 
realized  that  thei'c  was  a  round-up  in  progress, 
which  meant  food  in  j)lenty,  and  he  took  to  fol- 
lowing tile  outfit  from  eamp  to  camp,  singing- 
to  them  about   nine  o'clock  everv  niuht  and 
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an-ain  before  the  dawn.     They  showed  their  ap- 
preeiation  hy  takiricr  pot  shots  at  liim  with  a 
.•iO-30;   but    ]ie    bore    a    cliarmed    hfc.     lie 
liianaged  to  piek  up  iMuch  good  meat  by  tliis 
'-.-i^.^ii,  iv.o,  ,.n   Jjt  oui/il  Killed  a  iicit'er 
every  other  day  and  left  enouoh  to  feed  half 
a  dozen  coyotes.     Sometimes  he  Iiad  to  scare 
auay  fooHsh  cows  or  steers,  which,  attracted 
^'.v  the  smell  of  blood,  would  !>.  holdino.  nioan- 
m-  wakes  over  tiie  remains:  and   always  lie 
liad  to  be  on  the  watch  for  the  buzzards  or  they 
would  forestall  him. 

I^i^htly  iooVm^y  it  about  camj)  one  nicrht,  he 
startled  a  work-horse,  himself  a  nioht  prowler, 
I'cnt  r.n  stealino-  buns  from  the  chuck-wao-on' 
which  he  helped  to  haul  durino  the  day." A 
c-oyotc  would  never  attack  a  horse,  placing 
*""  "^"'•''  value  on  h,s  h^fe.  but  this  beast 
was  a  youn-.  ine.vperieuced  creature  and  did 
"ot  know  that.  W'iih  ..  snort  ol"  dismay,  he 
•^^'slKd  nir.  Pleased  uUh  himseir,  ScLrtoe 
«avc  chase  in  pure  sport,  precisely  as  a  playful 
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do^  might  luivc  done.  Twice  arounti  tlie  camp 
they  ran,  then  through  it,  stampeding  eleven 
staked  horses  and  smashing  the  guy-ropes  of 
tlie  fly,  whieli  i'eil  on  tlic  cook,  who  never 
cL^imed  to  he  a  Christian  and  had  no  fears  of 
an  after-life. 

The  punchers  awoke,  cursing  volubly,  and 
one  of  them,  sleeping  remote  i'vom  the  others 
on  the  edge  of  camj),  shied  a  hoot  at  the  wolf. 
lie  sto])ped  in  his  run,  smelled  of  it,  then  bore 
it  homeward.  It  would  make  a  line  plaything 
for  the  babies.  The  puncher  rode  twenty- 
seven  miles  to  head<iuarteis  next  day,  in  his 
socks,  to  get  a  new  [)air  ■^^'  boots. 

Four  months  passed  ihus  pleasurably. 
Sometimes  the  f  imily  nearly  star\  ed,  at  otb- 
ers  the  puppies  sagged  in  Ihe  middle:  from 
«)vereatin'i'.  Always  tliere  were  bones  and 
odds  and  ends  of  hides  old  Scartoe  had  hidden 
away  to  gnaw  on  in  moments  of  leisure,  but 
they  made  poor  stays  to  hunger. 

When  winter  shut  down  on  the  land  Scartoe 
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got  rid  ot  'vife  and  children.  He  simply  wan- 
dered off  wlien  llie  pnppies  grew  big  enough 
to  care  for  themselves;  and  he  found  another 
liome  in  an  isolated  ravine.  Jn  the  cold  niglits 
that  followed  he  took  to  consorting  witli  other 
])achelors,  roving  spirits  all.  A'ery  often  they 
liiinted  in  bands.  They  were  few  in  number, 
because  it  is  not  coyote  nature  to  run  in  packs, 
but  this  uni(jn  gave  them  strength  and  made 
them  infinitely  more  dangerous.  Two  score 
times  they  stalked  and  killed  lonely,  unpro- 
tected calves. 

Later,  they  were  so  liard  put  to  it  for  food 
tJuit  courage  was  born  in  them.  One  niglit 
four  surrounded  an  eight-months'-old  steer  one 
of  them  would  never  have  tackled  s"nglv.  and 
slew  him.  It  was  Scartoe-  who  devised  the 
plan  that  tJie  three  should  run  him  by  a  luish, 
behind  which  he  crouched.  It  was  .Scartoe 
M-ho  leapt  swiftly,  unerringly,  for  tlie  nose 
and  brought  him  dovxu.  /vnd  it  was  he  who 
got  the  lion's  share  of  fhe  spoils. 

77 


THE   UNTAMED 

Yet  thev  were  cowards  for  all  that.  A 
coyote  is  always  a  coward,  even  wlicn  driven 
{"rar^tic  by  hunger. 

Witli  the  storm  kings  holding  sway,  their 
I'.naglng  became  less  and  less  fruitful.  Sev- 
eral of  his  race  de])arted  i'or  new  hunting 
grounds,  but  Scartoe  stayed  in  his  own  domain 
and  weathered  the  gales. 

Twice  had  he  to  eat  of  his  own  kind.     To- 
ward break  of  a  wintry  day  he  and  one  com- 
panion slunk  homeward  from  an  unsuccessful 
scout,  their  empty  stomachs  crying  aloud  for 
Iksh.     They  watched  each  other  in  suspicion, 
for  in  each  one  the  same  desire  was  upper- 
most.    Ahead  of  them,  crossing  their  trail  a 
wounded  coyote  dragged  himself— si)ent,  done 
almost  to  death  in  a  grapple  with  a  nester's 
dog.     Tiiey  fell  upon  and  slew  and  ate  him. 
Later,  a  full  month,  or  perhaps  two,  when  the 
same  companion  grew  wasted  and  weak  from 
hunger,  atul  in  all  the  forsaken  country  they 
could  not  kill,  when  not  even  a  field  mouse  re- 
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warded  lon^'  Iiours  of  iiuntinnr,  Scartoe  ran  at 
Iiliii  and,  with  one  slircwd  stroke  upward,  slit 
his  throat  and  kt  out  tlie  hf'e  hlood.  He  ate 
his  fill  and  came  once  more  into  his  streno  th. 

Only  once  during  tlial  lime  of  stress  did  he 
pit  his  cunning  against  m'n's  guile.  That 
was  when  the  snow  was  off  the  ground  and  a 
party  of  visitors  at  the  ranch-house  hunted 
him  Mith  im})orted  dogs.  Scartoe  made  the 
most  glorious  mess  of  his  trail.  He  went  hack 
on  it,  crossed,  recrossed,  waded  up-stream,  re- 
turned to  (he  starting  jKiint,  and  em))loyed  all 
the  tricks  his  long  years  had  taught  him. 
'i1ien  he  lay  down  hehind  a  dead  ])rickly  pear 
and  watched  the  limit ;  watched  the  chagrin  of 
the  men;  watched  every  movement  of  the  dogs, 
nosing  and  worrying.  Tiring  of  this  in  half 
an  hour,  he  went  to  his  den  and  slcjit.  They 
never  untangled  the  weh  of  !iis  weaving. 

^Vhcn  spring  came  Scartoe  was  looking 
shahhy.  He  was  morose,  too,  and  had  a 
longing  for  companionship.     A  week  of  fine 
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weather  Improved  bim  so  that  he  was  almost 
the  Seartoc  of  oUl;  but  the  longing  for  com- 
panionshij)  was  tenfold  greater. 

On  a  Febrnary  morn  he  lifted  up  his  voice 
to  herald  tlie  dawn. 

"Bow-wow !     Ki-yi,     yeow-cow  -  cow  -  eow  - 

cow." 

A  iovous  bark  answered.  It  was  not  tlie 
call  of  his  kind,  yet  it  thrilled  him,  for  in  it 
there  was  a  note  he  knew.  lie  stiffened  and 
trembled  with  expectation.  A  young  collie 
came  bounding  toward  him.  She  ])ausea 
doubt  fully  a  dozen  yards  away  and  growled. 
Scartoe  threw  uj)  his  head,  thrust  out  his  tail 
from  its  usual  al^eet  droop  and  went  toward 
licr  bhthely.  Then  his  hair  bristled,  his 
muscles  tightened  and  he  was  ready  for  com- 

})at. 

Eehind  her  came  another  coyote.  He  was 
big.  Even  tiie  veteran,  hw^^i.'  as  he  was,  a])- 
pcarcd  s.nali  in  couijiarison.  W'lu-tv  \]\r  new- 
comer had  picked  uj)  the  living  that  had  given 
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him  such  weight  was  a  puzzle;  but  certain  it 
was  he  had  ten  pounds  the  better  of  it.  Xot 
a  thought  gave  Scartoe  to  that  handicap. 

The  big  wolf  wasted  no  time  in  prelimina- 
ries. His  strength  and  skill  had  been  tried  in 
melees  innumerable,  aiul  foes  had  ])ecn  swejjt 
before  him  like  chaff.  IJut  Scartoe  was  a 
general.  Like  lightning  he  dodged  the  swii't 
rush;  hke  lightning  ho  ripped  even  as  he 
swerved,  tearing  a  pkcc  from  his  enemy's  neck. 
Coyotes  will  not  gra])i)le  and  cling  Mitb  locked 
jaws,  as  do  the  l)rave  among  dogs;  they  depend 
on  the  swii'l  culling  powers  of  their  dexterous 
jaws.  Three  limes  they  came  logelher;  three 
times  old  Scartoe  gashed  his  antagonist  so 
that  Ihe  blood  spurted.  Still  he  could  not 
quite  reach  the  throat  for  the  death  stroke. 

iVnd  then  the  end  came.  'J'oo  eager  m  jiis 
desirr  to  finish  t!ie  l)attle,  he  left  himseir  open 
for  the  nu  rtsl  Hick  of  lime,  as  he  ulieeled  for 
»  ''"nrlh  onslaught.  With  one  hurtling,  up- 
ward dive,  the  big  !)rute  gained  the  jugular, 
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and  Scartoe  was  thrown  back,  his  throat  torn, 
the  hfe  ebbing  from  him. 

The  colue  frisked  about  the  victor,  phiyfully 
showing  her  teeth,  and  the\  trotted  away  to- 
gether. 

An  hour  after  sunup,  the  ranch-house  cook, 
r  1  a  quest  for  his  infant  son's  collie  pet,  came 
upon  the  torn,  lifeless  body. 

"Jum])ing  .Jupiter!"  he  exclaimed,  prayer- 
fully.    "It's  ol'  Scarloe." 


82 


Ill 


COKAZOX 

A  man  is  as  ^nod  as  his  nerves— Cowboy  maxim. 

WITH  nijines  streanii,ifr  j,,  the  wind,  a 
band  of  bronclios  fled  across  tlie 
grama  flats,  splashed  throuo-h  the 
San  Pedro,  and  whn-Jed  shari)ly  to  the  ri^ht, 
headin<r  for  sanctuary  in  the  l)ra,^■oons.  In 
the  lead  raced  a  big  sorrel,  his  coat  shiinnierlnf 
like  polished  gold  where  the  sun  touched  it. 

"That's  Corazon,"  exclaimed  Keb.  "Head 
him  or  we'll  lose  the  bunch.'' 

The  pursuers  spread  out  and  swept  round  in 
a  wide  semicircle.  C'orazon  held  to  his  course, 
a  dozen  yards  in  advance  of  the  others,  his  head 
high.  The  chase  slackened,  died  ,iway.  AVith 
•'  l>k»ring  neigh,  flic  sorrel   eased    his    finious 
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pace  and  the  entire  ])and  came  to  a  trot.  Be- 
fore them  were  the  mountains,  and  Corazon 
knew  their  fastnesses  as  the  street  urchin 
knows  the  alleys  that  give  him  refuge;  in  the 
canons  the  bronchos  would  be  safe  from  man. 
Ik-hind  was  no  sign  of  the  enemy.  His  nose 
in  the  wind,  he  sniffed  long,  but  it  bore  him 
no  taint.  Instead,  he  nickered  with  delight, 
for  he  smelled  water.  They  swung  to  the 
south,  and  in  less  than  five  minutes  their  hot 
muzzles  were  washed  by  the  bubbling  waters 
of  Eternity  Spring. 

Corazon  drew  in  a  long  ])reath,  expanding 
his  well-ribbed  sides,  and  looked  up  from 
drinking.  There  in  front  of  him,  fifty  paces 
away,  was  a  horseman.  lie  snorted  the  alarm 
and  they  plunged  into  a  tangle  of  sagebrush. 
Another  rider  bore  down  and  turned  them 
back.  To  right  and  left  they  darted,  then 
wheeled  and  sought  desperately  to  break 
through  the  cordon  at  a  weak  spot,  and  failed. 
Wherever  they  turned,  a  cowboy  appeared  as 
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by  magic.  At  last  Corazon  .ktecterl  an  un- 
^mvihd  area  and  flew  through  it  with  the  speed 
of  liglit. 

"Xow  we've  got  'em,"  howled  Reb.  "Don't 
drive  too  close,  but  keep  'em  headed  for  the 
con-al." 

^^'ithin  a  hundred  yards  of  the  gate,  the  sor- 
rel halted,  his  ears  cocked  in  doubt.  The  cow- 
boys closed  in  to  force  the  band  through.  Three 
times  the  bronchos  broke  and  scattered,  for  to 
their  wild  instincts  the  fences  and  that  narrow 
aperture  cried  treachery  and  danger.  They 
Mere  gathered,  with  whoops  and  many  imprJ- 
eations,  and  once  more  approached  the  en- 
trance. 

•Drive  the  saddle  bunch  out,"  commanded 
the  range  boss. 

Forth  came  tlie  remuda  of  a  hundred  horses. 
The  bronchos  shrilled  greeting  an<l  mingled 
with  them,  and  when  the  cow-ponies  trotted 
meekly  into  the  corral,  Corazon  and  his  hand 
went  too,  though  they  shook  and  were  afraid. 
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For  five  ycnrs  Cora/on  had  roaniod  the 
range — ever  since  lie  had  discovered  that  grass 
was  good  to  eat,  and  so  had  left  the  care  of  his 
tender-eyed  mother,  because  he  dreaded  the 
master  of  created  things  and  fled  him  afar, 
only  once  dnring  that  time  had  he  seen  man  at 
close  quarters.  That  was  when,  as  a  young- 
ster, he  \vas  caught  and  branded  on  the  left  hip. 
He  had  (juickly  forgotten  that;  until  now  it 
had  ceased  to  he  even  a  memory. 

But  now  he  and  his  companion  rovers  were 
prisoners,  cooped  in  a  corral  by  a  contemptible 
trick.  Tliey  crowded  around  and  around  the 
stout  enclosure,  sometimes  dropi)ing  to  their 
kjiees  in  efforts  to  discover  an  exit  beneath  the 
boards.  And  not  twenty  feet  awav,  the 
dreaded  axis  of  their  eirclings,  sat  a  man  on  a 
horse,  and  he  studied  them  eahulv.  Other 
men,  astride  the  fence,  were  uncoiling  ro])es, 
and  their  manner  was  i)]acid  and  businesslike. 
One  opined  dispassionately  that  'the  sorrel  is 
shore  some  horse." 
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"You're  (kmn   wIuMUm';'  cried  tlie  Imstcr 
over  his  shoulder,  iu  Jicai  ty  uflirmation. 

Corazon  was  the  most  distracted  of  all  the 
])and.  He  ^\•as  in  a  j'ren/.y  of  nervous  fear,  his 
^dossy  coat  wet  and  foam-flecked.  He  ^v'ould 
not  stand  still  for  a  second,  hut  })ro\vled  ahout 
the  wooden  harrier  like  a  jungle  creature  newlv 
prisoned  in  a  cao-e.  Twice  he  nosed  the 
ground  and  crooked  his  forelegs  in  an  endeavor 
to  slide  through  the  six  inches  of  clear  s])aee 
heneath  the  gate,  and  the  outfit  laughed  de- 
risi\ely. 

"Here  goes,"  announced  the  huster  in  his 
expressionless  tones.  "Vou-all  watch  out, 
now.     Ileiril  he  poppin".*' 

At  that  monient  Corazon  took  it  into  his 
head  to  dash  at  top  speed  through  his  friends, 
huddled  in  a  hunch  in  a  corner.  A  ro])e 
whined  and  coiled,  and.  when  lie  hurst  out  of 
the  jam,  the  noose  was  around  his  neck,  tight- 
ening so  as  lo  strangle  him.  .Madly  he  ran 
againj,t  it,  superb  in  the  sureness  of  his  might. 
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Then  he  squalled  with  rage  and  pain  and  an 
au  i'ul  terror.  His  legs  Hew  from  under  him, 
and  poor  Corazon  was  jerked  three  feet  into 
the  air,  coming  down  on  his  side  with  smashing 
foree.  The  fall  shook  a  grunt  out  of  him, 
and  he  was  stunned  and  hreathless.  hut  unhurt. 
He  staggered  to  his  feet,  his  hreatli  straining 
like  a  hellows,  for  the  noose  cut  into  his  neck 
and  he  would  not  yield  to  its  pressure. 

Facing  him  was  the  man  on  the  hay.  His 
mou!it  stood  with  feet  hraced,  sitting  hack  on 
the  rope,  and  he  and  his  rider  were  quite  col- 
lected and  cool  and  ])re])ared.  The  sorrel's 
eyes  were  starting  from  his  head;  his  nostrils 
flared  wide,  gaping  for  the  air  that  was  denied 
him,  and  the  hreath  sucked  in  his  throat.  It 
seemed  as  if  he  nmst  drop.  Suddenly  the  buster 
touched  his  horse  lightly  with  the  spur  and 
slackened  the  rope.  Witli  a  long  sob.  Corazon 
drew  in  a  life-giving  draught,  his  ga7.e  fixed 
in  frightened  appeal  on  his  captor. 

"Oj)cn  the  gate,"  said  Mullins,  without  rais- 
ing his  v(jice. 
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He  flicked  tlie  rope  over  Corazon's  hind 
quarters,  and  essayed  to  drive  liini  into  the 
next  corral,  to  cut  him  oft'  from  his  fellows. 
The  sorrel  gave  a  gasp  of  dismay  and  lunged 
forward.  Again  he  was  lifted  from  the 
ground,  and  came  down  with  a  thud  that  left 
him  shivering. 

"His  laig's  done  bust!"  exclaimed  the  boss. 

"Xo;  he's  shook  up,  that's  all.  Wait 
awhile." 

A  moment  later  Corazon  raised  his  head 
painfully;  then,  life  and  courage  coming  })ack 
with  a  rush,  he  lurched  to  his  feet.  Mullins 
waited  with  unabated  patience.  The  sorrel 
was  beginning  to  respect  that  which  encircled 
his  neck  and  made  naught  of  Iiis  sti-cngth,  and 
when  the  buster  flipped  the  rope  again,  he 
ran  through  the  small  gate,  and  brought  up 
before  he  had  reached  the  end  of  his  tether. 

Two  of  the  cowboys  stej)ped  down  languidly 
from  the  fence,  and  took  jiosition  in  the  cen- 
ter of  the  corral. 

"Hi,  Corazon!     (io   it.  })nv!"  ilmi-  ^-..u^a 
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ami  sinirrc'l  !)>"  llicir  ciics,  tlit-  liorsf  started 
off  at  a  trot.  Hcb  tossed  liis  loop, --Hung  it 
carelessly,  with  a  sinuous  movement  of  the 
wrist, — and  when  C'oraz(')n  had  gone  a  few 
vards,  he  found  his  forefeet  ensnared.     Kn- 

ft 

raged  at  being  thus  eramped,  he  hueked  and 
bawled;  but,  before  Utb  eouhl  settle  on  the 
ro])e,  he  eame  to  a  standstill  and  sank  his  teeth 
into  the  strands.  ( )nee,  twiee,  thrice  he  tugged, 
but  could  make  no  impression.  Then  he 
pitched  high  in  air,  and — 

"NOW!"  shrieked  Heb. 

They  heaved  with  might  and  main,  and  Cor- 
azon  Hopped  in  the  dust.  Quick  as  a  cat,  he 
sprang  upright  and  bolted;  but  again  they 
downed  him,  and,  while  Ueb  held  the  head  by 
straddling  the  neck,  his  confederate  twined 
dexterously  with  a  stake-rope.  There  lay  Cor- 
azon,  helpless  and  almost  s[)ent,  trussed  up  like 
a  sheep  for  market :  they  had  hog-tied  him. 

It  was  the  buster  who  put  the  hackamore  on 
his  head.     Very  deliberately  he  moved.     Cor- 
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azoii  .sensed  cf)iifi(lcmc  in  llic  lonch  of  Ms  fin- 
gers; they  spoke  a  laii^iia^c  lo  him,  and  lie  was 
soothed  hy  tlie  sureness  of  suiierioritv  tliev 
conveyed.  lie  hiy  {[uiet.  Then  lie))  meaii- 
tiously  shifted  liis  position,  and  tlie  horse 
heaved  and  laised  his  liead,  han<^ing  Mnlhiis 
across  the  oar.  The  huster's  senses  sv/am,  hut 
instead  of  fiying  into  a  ra^c,  he  l)ecanic  (;uieter, 
more  deliherate;  in  his  cohl  eves  was  avenireful 
^leam,  and  dan<»erons  stealth  lurked  in  his  deli- 
cate manipulation  of  the  strands.  An  excru- 
ciating pain  shot  through  the  sorrel's  eye: 
Mullins  had  gouged  him. 

"Let  him  up."  It  was  the  buster  again, 
atop  the  hay,  making  tl:e  rope  fast  with  a 
double  half-hitch  over  the  horn  of  the  sad- 
dle. 

Corazon  arose,  dazed  and  very  sick.  But 
his  spirit  was  unbreakable.  Again  and  again 
he  stro\  e  to  tear  loose,  rearing,  falling  back, 
])lunging  to  the  e?id  of  the  rope  until  he  was 
hurled  off  his  legs  to  the  ground.     When  be 
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began  to  weary,  Mullins  encouraged  him  to 
figlil,  tliat  he  might  toss  him. 

"I'll  lef)rn  you  what  this  rope  means,"  he 
remarked,  as  the  hi'oneho  scattered  the  dust  for 
the  ninth  lime,  and  remained  tlierc,  completely 
dono  "ip. 

In  deadly  fear  of  his  slender  tether,  yet  alert 
to  match  his  strength  -.gainst  it  once  more, 
sliould  ()])i)()rtunity  offer,  Corazon  followed  the 
buster  ({uietly  enough  when  he  rode  out  into 
the  nocn.  Ikside  a  sturdy  mesquite  bush  that 
grew  apart  from  its  bretin-en,  Mullins  dis- 
mounted and  tied  the  sorrel.  As  a  farewell  he 
waved  his  arms  and  whooped.  Of  course  Cor- 
az(')n  gathered  himself  and  leaped — leaped  to 
the  utmost  that  was  in  him.  so  tiiat  the  oush 
vibrated  to  its  farthest  root;  and  of  course  he 
hit  the  earth  with  a  jarring  thump  that  ti  nipo- 
rarily  paraly/ed  him.  Mullins  (!ei)arted  to 
i)iit  the  thrall  of  human  will  on  others. 

Throughout  the  nrternoon.  and  time  after 
tiuie  during  the  intLrmiuahlc  night,  the  sorrel 
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tried  to  break  away,  but  with  each  sict-MJn^ 
failure  lie  grew  more  cautious.     \Mien  Lj  ran 
against  the  rope  now,  he  did  not  run  l)lin{lly  to 
its  limit,  but  half  wheeled,  so    that    when    it 
jerked  hiju  back  he  invariably  landed  on  his 
feet.     Corazon  was  learning  hard,  but  he  was 
learning.     And  what  agonies  of  pain  and  sus- 
l)ense    he    went    through!— for   years   a    free 
rover,  and  now  to  be  bound   thus,   by  what 
looked  to  be  a  mere  thread,  for  he  knew  not 
what  further  tortures!     He  sweated  and  shiv- 
ered, seeing  ])er;i  in  every  shadow.     When  a 
coyote  slunk  by  with  tongue  lapping  hungrily 
over  his  teeth,  the  prisoner  almost  broke  his 
neck  in  a  despairing  struggle  to  uin  freedom. 
In  the    -hill  of  the  dawn  they  led  him  into 
a  circular  corral.     His  sleekness  had  <lejiarted ; 
the  barrel-like  body  did  „ot  Io,,k  so  well  nour- 
ished, and  there  was  red  in  the  blazing  eyes. 
"I    reckon    he'll    be    mean."    ohserved    the 
buster,  as  though  it  concerned  him  but  lillle. 
"No-o-o.     Go  easy  with  him,  Carl,   and    1 
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think  he'll  make  a  good  hoss,"  the  boss  cau- 
tioned. 

\\MiiIe  two  men  held  the  rope,  Mullins  ad- 
vanced alon<^"  it  foot  by  fo'^t,  inch  hy  inch,  one 
liand  outstretched,  and  talked  to  Corazon  in 
a  low,  careless  tone  of  airectionate  banter. 
"So  von'd  like  for  to  kill  me.  would  vouf  he 
incjuired,  i>'rinnin<j-.  All  the  while  he  held  the 
sorrel's  gaze. 

Cora/on  stood  still,  legs  planted  wide  apart, 
and  permitted  him  to  approach.  He  trembled 
when  the  fingers  touched  his  nose;  but  tliey 
were  lirm,  eontident  digits,  the  voice  was  reas- 
suring, and  the  gentle  rniiiung  uj),  up  l)elween 
tile  eyes  and  ears  Inlled  his  forebodings. 

"Hand  me  the  bl;inket,"  said  Mullins. 

He  drew  it  softly  ovei-  Corazon's  })ack,  and 
the  bronrjio  swerved.  ))awed,  and  kicked  with 
beautiful  ])recision.  \\'lurc)i|)nn  lli.  \  placed 
a  roj)e  inound  his  neck,  drojjpcd  it  hehiiid  his 
right  hind  leg,  IIrii  pidl-d  Ih.it  nirruhf  r  up 
close  to  (lis  iiiliy:  tin  re  ii   \v;is  In  Id  fast.     On 

1)4 


CORAZOX 

three  legs  now,  the  sorrel  was  impotent  for 
I  harm.     Mull  ins  once  more  took  up  the  hlankct 

I  hut  this  time  the  ;4:entleness  had  flown.     He 

shipped  it  over  Corazon's  hackhone  from  side 
to  side  a  dozen  times.  At  each  im})act  tlie 
horse  hum})ed  awkwardly,  hut,  iindino-  that  he 
came  to  no  hurt,  he  suffered  it  in  resigna- 
tion. 

That  much  of  the  second  lesson  learned,  they 
saddled  him.  wStrangely  enougli.  Corazon  sub- 
mitted to  the  oj)erati')n  without  fuss,  the  only 
nntoward  symptoms  heiiig  a  decided  upward 
slant  to  the  hack  of  the  saddle  and  the  tucking 
of  his  tail.  Kel)  waggled  his  head  over  this 
exhihition. 

"1  don't  like  his  standing  (juiet  that  away; 
it  ain't  natural,"  he  vouchsafed.  "Look  at 
the  crick  in  his  hack.  Jim-in-ctd  he'll  shore 
])itch."' 

\\'hich  he  (li<l.  The  cinches  were  tightened 
until  Coruzon's  eyes  ahiiost  p(»pped  from  his 
head;  then   they   released   [hv  hojuid   leg  and 
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turned  liim  loose.  Wliat  was  that  gaWmcr  his 
si)inc?  Coraz()n  took  a  startled  peep  at  it, 
lowered  his  head  l)etweeii  his  knees,  and  beoan 
to  haul.  Into  the  air  he  roeketed,  his  head 
and  foreleg's  swinging  to  the  left,  his  hind 
(|uarters  weaving  to  the  right.  The  jar  of 
his  contaet  with  the  gronnd  was  appalling. 
Into  the  air  again,  his  head  and  forelegs  to 
tlu  righl,  his  runij)  twisted  to  the  left.  Kound 
and  ronnd  the  corral  he  went,  blatting  like  an 
angry  call';  hnt  the  thing  on  his  hack  stayed 
where  it  was,  gri})ping  his  hodv  eruellv.  At 
last  lie  A\as  fain  to  stop  for  breath. 

"Xow,"  said  Mullins,  "I  reckon  I'll  take 
it  out  of  him." 

There  has  always  been  for  nie  an  overwhelm- 
ing fascination  in  watching  busters  at  work. 
They  ha\f  underlying  traits  in  common  when 
it  comes  to  handling  the  horses— the  garrulous 
one  becomes  coldly  watchful,  the  Stoic  moves 
with  stern  patience,  the  boaster  soothes  with 
sofl-crooiicd     words     and     confident     caress. 
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^Miillins  left  Corazon  standing  in  tlic  middle 
of  the  corral,  the  hackaniorc  rope  strung  loose 
(Ml  the  ground,  while  he  saw  to  it  that  his 
spurs  were  fast.  We  mounted  the  fence,  not 
wisliing  to  be  mixed  in  the  glorious  turmoil  to 
follow. 

"1  wouldn't  top  of  Corazon  for  fifty,"'  con- 
fessed the  man  on  llie  adjoining  post. 

"Mullins  has  certainly  got  nerve,"  I  con- 
ceded. 

"A  hustcr  has  got  to  have  nerve."  The 
range  hoss  delivered  himself  laconically.  ".AH 
nerve  and  no  hrains  makes  the  best.  l?ut  thev 
get  stove  uj)  anci  then — " 

"And  ihen:'     What  then?" 

"AVhy,  don't  you  know.'"  he  asked  in  sur- 
prise. "Every  Inister  loses  liis  uvrvc  at  last, 
and  then  they  can't  ride  a  i)ack-hoss.  It  must 
l)e  hecause  it's  one-  fool  man  with  one  set  of 
nerves  up  ag'in  a  new  hoss  wilji  a  new  devil  in 
I'ini  every  time.  They  wear  him  down. 
Don't  you  reckon'" 
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The  explanation  sounded  ])lau.sil)le.  ]Mul- 
lins  was  listening  with  a  faintly  amnscd  smile 
to  Relrs  aecount  of  what  a  lady  mule  had  done 
to  him;  he  rolled  a  eigarette  and  lighted  it 
painstakingly.  The  liands  that  lield  the 
mateh  were  steady  as  eternal  roek.  It  v.as 
maddening  to  see  him  stand  there  so  eoolly 
while  the  hig  sorrel,  a  do/en  feet  distant,  was 
a-(piake  with  dread,  hlowino-  harslilv  through 
his  crimson  nostrils  whenever  a  eowhoy  stirred 
— and  each  of  us  knowing  that  the  man  was 
taking  his  life  in  his  hands.  An  unlooked-for 
twist,  a  trifling  disturhanee  of  poise,  and,  with 
a  horse  like  Corazon.  it  meant  maiming  or 
death.  At  last  he  threw  the  cigarette  from 
him  and  walked  slowly  to  the  rope. 

"So  you're  calling  for  me?"  he  incjuired, 
gathering  it  up. 

Corazon  was  snorting.  l?y  patient  craft 
Rel)  acquired  a  grip  on  the  sorrel's  ears,  and, 
wjiile  he  hung  there,  hringing  the  head  down 
so  that    the  liorse    could    not    move,    MuUins 

138 


CORAZON 

tested  tlie  stirrups  and  raised  liiinself  cautiously 
into  the  saddle. 

"Let  liini  go."' 

AVliile  one  eould  count  ten,  Corazon  stood 
cx])eetant,  liis  back  bowed,  his  tail  between 
his  legs.  The  ears  were  laid  flat  on  the  head 
and  the  forefeet  well  advancerl.  The  buster 
waited,  the  (juirt  hanging  from  two  fingers  of 
his  right  hand.  Suddenly  the  sorrel  ducked 
his  head  and  emitted  a  harsh  scream,  leaping, 
M-ith  legs  stiff,  straight  off  the  ground.  He 
came  d()W)i  witli  the  massive  hips  at  an  angle 
to  the  shoulders,  thereby  imparting  a  double 
shock;  bounded  high  again,  turned  back  with 
bewildering  speed  as  he  touched  the  earth; 
and  then,  in  a  circle  perhaps  twenty  feet  in 
diameter,  sprang  time  after  time,  his  heels 
lashing  the  air.  Xever  had  such  pitching  been 
seen  on  the  Anvil  llange. 

"I  swan,  he  Just  misses  his  tail  a'  inch  when 
he  tui-ns  back!"  roaied  a  punclier. 

Mullins  sat  composedly  in  the  saddle,  but 
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he  was  ridinn-  as  ne\er  before.  He  whipped 
the  sorrel  at  every  jump  and  raked  liini  down 
the  body  from  sliouhler  to  loins  with  the  rip- 
ping spurs.  The  brute  gave  no  signs  of  letting 
up.  Through  ]Muilins'  tan  of  copper  hue 
showed  a  slight  pallor.  He  was  exhausted.  If 
C'oraz<)n  did  not  give  in  soon,  the  man  would 
be  beaten.  Just  then  the  horse  stopped,  feet 
a-sprawl. 

"MuUins," — the  range  boss  got  down  from 
the  fence, — "you'll  kill  that  boss.  Between 
the  cinches  belongs  to  you;  the  head  and  hind 
quarters  is  the  company's." 

For  a  long  minute  Mullins  stared  a'  the 
beast's  ears  without  rc})lying. 

"I  reckon  tliat's  the  rule,"  he  acquiesced 
heavilv.  "Uo  vou  want  that  somel)odv  else 
sliould  ride  him?" 

*'Xo-o-o.  Go  ahead,  lint,  remember,  be- 
tween the  cinches  vou  go  at  him  as  vou  like— 
nowliere  else." 

The  buster  sbi])pc(l  the  cjuivt  down  on  Cor- 
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azon's  shoulder,  hut  the  hronehodidnothudcrc; 
then  harder.  A\'ith  the  first  oatii  he  had  used,' 
lie  jabhed  in  the  spurs  and  lay  baek  on  the 
haekamore  rope.  Instead  of  huekin-  Cora- 
y/m  reared  straioht  up,  his  feet  pawi.ig  like 
the  hands  of  a  (h-owning  man.  Before  3Iul- 
h-ns  could  move  to  step  off,  the  sorrel  flung  his 
head  round  and  toppled  backward. 

"Xo,  he's  not  dead."     The  range  boss  leaned 

over  the  buster  and  his  hands  fumbled  inside 

the  shirt.     "The  horn  got  him  here,  but  he 

in't  dead.     Claude,  saddle  Streak  and  hit  for 

Agua  Prieta  for  the  doctor." 

When  we  had  carried  the  in.jured  man  to 
the  bunk-house,  Reb  spoke  from  troubled 
meditation: 

'•Pete,  I  don't  believe  Corazon  is  as  bad  as 
lie  acts  with  .Alullins.  I've  been  watchii.g  him. 
Mullins,  he  didn't — " 

"You  take  him,  then;  he's  yours,"  snapped 
the  boss,  his  conscience  pricking  because  of  the 
reproof  he  had  administered.     If  the  buster 
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had  ridden  liiin  his  own  way,  this  ni!<«iit  not 
have  liappcned. 

Tliat  is  liow  tlie  sorrel  came  into  Keb's  pos- 
session. Only  one  man  of  the  ontfit  wit- 
nessed tlie  taming,  and  lie  w(jnld  not  talk;  hut 
^vhen  Keb  eame  to  dinner  from  the  first  saddle 
on  Corazon,  his  liands  were  torn  and  the  nail 
of  one  finger  hung  loose. 

''I  had  to  take  to  the  horn  and  hang  on 
some,"  he  admitted. 

Ay,  he  had  elung  there  desperately  Avhile 
tlie  broneho  pitched  about  the  river-bed,  whither 
Reb  had  retired  for  safety  and  to  escape  spec- 
tators. But  at  the  next  saddle  Corazon  was 
less  violent;  at  the  third,  recovering  from  the 
stunning  shocks  and  bruisings  of  the  first  day, 
he  was  a  fiend;  and  then,  on  the  following 
morning,  he  did  not  pitch  at  all.  Keb  rode 
him  every  day  to  sap  the  superlluous  vigor  in 
Corazon'?  iron  frame  and  he  tauglit  him  as 
well  as  he  could  the  first  duties  of  a  cow- 
horse.     Finding  that  his  new  master  never 
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puiiislici]  Jiini  unless  lie  undertook  to  dispute  his 
authority,  the  sorrel  grew  tractahle  and  began 
to  take  an  interest  in  his  tasks. 

"He's  done  hroke,"  announced  Reh;  "I'll 
have  him  hridle-wise  in  a  week.  He'll  make 
some  roping  horse.  Did  you  see  him  this  even- 
ing^    1  swan — " 

They  scoffed  good-naturedly;  but  Reb  pro- 
ceeded on  the  assumption  that  Corazon  was 
meant  to  he  a  roping  horse,  and  schooled  him 
accordingly.  As  for  the  sorrel,  he  took  to 
the  new  pastime  ^vith  delight.  Within  a 
month  nothing  gave  him  keener  joy  than  to 
swerve  and  crouch  at  the  chmax  of  a  sprint 
and  see  a  cow  thrown  lieels  over  head  at  the 
end  of  the  rope  that  was  wrapped  about  his 
saddle-horn. 

The  necessity  of  contriving  to  get  three 
meals  a  day  took  me  elsewhere,  and  I  did  not 
see  Coraz(3n  again  for  three  years.  Then,  one 
Sunday  al'ternoon,  Rig  John  drew  me  from  El 
Paso  to  Juarez  on  the  pretense  of  seeing  a 
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i^rand.  an  extraordliiai y,  a  most  noble  bull- 
iiglil,  ill  wliich  the  dauntless  Eavorita  would 
slay  tliree  fierce  bulls  I'loni  the  renowned  El 
Carmen  raneli,  in  "eompetency'  with  the  fear- 
less ^loienito  C'liieo  de  San  Ik-rnardo;  and  a 
youtli  witli  a  megaphone  drew  us  both  to  a 
steer-roping  contest  instead.  We  agreed  that 
])u]l-fighting  was  brutal  on  the  Sabbath. 

"I'll  bet  it's  rotten,"  remarked  IJig  John 
pessimistically,  as  we  took  our  seats.  'T  could 
beat  'em  myself." 

As  he  scanned  llie  lisi,  his  face  brightened. 
Among  the  seventeen  ropers  thereon  were  two 
champions  and  a  possible  new  one  in  Raphael 
Eraustro,  the  redoubtable  vacpiero  from  the 
domain  of  Terra/as. 

"And  here's  lUb!"  roared  John — he  is  ac- 
customed to  converse  in  the  tumult  of  the 
branding-pen — 'T  swan,  he's  entered  from 
^lonument." 

Shortly  afterwards  the  contestants  paraded, 
wonderfullv  arraved  iti  silk  shirts  and  new 
handkercliiefs. 
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"Some  of  thcni  ain't  ])een  clean  before  In  a 
year,"  was  John's  caustic  coniinent.  "There's 
Shni;  I  KNOW  lie  hasn't." 

Tlicy  were  a  iine-lookino-  body  of  men,  and 
two  of  my  neiohhors  comphiined  that  I 
trample.l  on  their  feet.  The  horses  caiioI,t  the 
infection  of  excitement  from  the  ])ackc(I  stands 
and  champed  on  their  hits  and  caracoled 
and  waltzed  sideways  in  a  manner  hiyhly  un- 
becomin^r  a  staid  cow-])ony. 

'inhere  was  one  that  (hd  not.     So  sluo-n.jsh 
was  iiis  uait  and  nencral  l)carino-,  i„  contrast 
to  the  others,  that  the  crowd  hurst  into  lauoh- 
ter.     lie  plodded  at  tlie  lail-eiul  of  tlie  pro- 
cession, his  hoofs  kickin-  „p  tl,e  dust  in  list- 
less si)urts,  his  nose  on  a  level  with  his  knees. 
I    nih!)e(l    my    eyes  and    .lohn    said,   "\o.   it 
ain't-it  can't  be-";  hut   it  was.      Into  that 
arena  slouched   Corazon.  enteral  a-ainsl   the 
pick  of  tlie  Iiorses  of  Uie  Southwest;  and  Ueb 
was  astride  him, 

^Ve  watclicd  the  ropers  catch  and    tie   the 
steers  in  rapid  succession,  but  tlie  much-heralded 
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ones  missed  iiltugcllier,  and  to  John  and  nic 
llie  perroniiaucc  lag«4cd.  We  were  waitlnn' 
for  Kel)  and  C'orazon. 

They  came  at  last,  at  the  end  of  tlie  list. 
When  C"()ra'/(')n  ambled  ui)  the  arena  to  enter 
beliind  the  harrier,  the  <j,'randstand  roared  a 
I'aeetions  welcome;  ^he  spectacle  of  this  sad- 
gaited  na^'  })repari  <,';  to  capture  a  steer 
touched  its  risihilitie.-). 

"Listen  to  me,"'  bawled  a  fat  gentleman  in 
a  wide-hriinmed  hat.  close  to  my  ear.  "You 
listen  to  me!  They're  all  fools.  That's  a 
cow -horse.  No  blasted  nonsense.  Knows  his 
business,  huh'     ^'ou're  damn  whistlin'!" 

iVssuredly,  C'ora/.t'ui  knew  his  business.  The 
instant  he  stepped  behind  the  line  he  was  ii 
changed  horsi-.  The  flojjping  ears  j)ricked  I'or- 
\\ard,  his  neck  ai'thed,  and  llie  gre;'t  muscles 
of  his  shotdders  and  thighs  rijipled  to  his  dainty 
prancing.  He  pulird  and  fretted  on  the  bit, 
his  eyes  ro\iug  about  in  search  of  tlu'  (joarry; 
lie  whinnied  an  appeal  to  be  gone.      Heb  niade 
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ready  his  coil,  curbing'  lijrn  witli  lloht  presMire. 
Out  from  the  chute  s])i'aiig  a  steer,  heading 
straiglit  down  the  arena.  Corazon  Mas  fran- 
tic. With  the  ihish  of  ilic  gun  he  breasted 
the  barrier-i-opc  and  swept  down  on  him  in 
twenty  strides.  Kcb  stood  higli  in  the  stir- 
rups: the  hiop  wiiirled  and  sped;  and,  without 
waiting  to  see  how  it  IVII,  but  aecej)ting  a 
eateli  in  bhnd  faith,  tlie  sorrel  .started  off  at  a 
tangent. 

15ig  John  was  standing  up  in  his  place,  claw- 
ing insanely  at  the  hats  of  his  neighbors  and 
iKUiging  Iheni  on  (lie  head  with  his  j)rogranime. 

"Look  at  him— just  look  at  him!"  he 
shrieked. 

The  steer  was  tossed  clear  of  the  ground  and 
came  doun  on  his  left  side.  Almost  before  he 
landed.  KJ,  was  out  of  the  saddle  and  speed- 
ing lo\\;!itl  him. 

lie's    getting     uj).     IIF/S     ('.  I'lTTIXG 

UP.     Co  to  him,  Heb!'  howled  .Jolin  and  i. 
The  steer  managed  to  lift  his  head;  he  was 
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stnifi:f>liiig  to  his  ktiecs.  I  looked  away,  for 
llcb  must  lose.  Then  a  hoarse  shout  i'rom  the 
multitude  turned  haek  my  gaze.  Corazon  had 
felt  tlie  slaek  on  tlie  rojje  and  knew  what  it 
meant.  He  dug  lils  feet  into  the  dirt  and  be- 
gan to  walk  slowly  f()i-.\ar('— very  slowly  and 
carefully,  lor  Keb's  task  must  not  be  spoiled. 
The  steer  eoUapsed,  falhng  i)rone  again,  but 
tlie  sorrel  did  not  stop.  Once  he  cocked  his 
eye.  ;  -I'^eing  that  the  animal  still  sciuirmed, 
pulled  with  all  his  strength.  The  stands  were 
rockinii-,  tluv  were  a  sea  of  tossing  hats  and 
gesticulating  arms  and  Hushed  faces;  the  roar 
of  their  j)laudits  echoed  back  from  the  hills. 
At  id  it  was  all  for  Corazon,  gallant  Corazon. 

'i)ani'  his  eyes — dam'  his  oK  eyt.s!"  l?ig 
.John  babbled  over  and  over,  absolutely  obliv- 
ious. 

Ueb  stooped  beside  the  steer,  his  hands  loo|)~ 
ing  and  tying  with  deft  dai  ting  twists  even  as 
he  kept  pace  with  his  dragged  victim. 

"I  guess  it's— about— a — hour,''  he  panted. 
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Then  he  sprang  dear  and  tossed  his  hands 
upward,  facing  the  judges'  stand.  xVfter  that 
he  walked  aimlessly  ahout,  mopping  jiis  I'aee 
with  a  handkerchief:  for  to  him  tlie  shoutinc-s 
and  the  shifting  colors  were  all  a  foolish  (h-eam, 
and  lie  was  rather  sick. 

Kight  on  the  cry  with  which  his  master  an- 
nounced his  task  done,  Corazon  eased  up  on 
the  rope  and  waited. 

"Mr.  Pee-ler's  time,"  I)ellowcd  tlic  man  with 
the  megaphone  })resently,  "is  twenty-one  sec- 
onds, ty-ing  the  world's  re-cord." 

So  weak  that  his  knees  tremhled,  Hcb 
walked  over  to  his  ho-sc.  "C\)raz6n,"  he  said 
Iiuskily,  and  slapped  him  once  on  the  flank. 

Nothing  wonid  do  the  joyons  crowd  then 
hul  that  Hch  should  ride  forth  to  he  acclaimed 
the  victor.  We  sat  hack  and  yclk-d  ourselves 
weak  with  laughter,  for  C..raz(Mi.  having  done 
his  work,  refused  rcsojulcly  to  squander  time 
in  vain  j)aradc.  The  steer  ca|)(uml  and  tied, 
he  had  no  further  interest  in  the  proceedings. 
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The  rascal  do,a^-trotted  reluctantly  to  the  cen- 
ter of  the  arena  in  ohedience  to  Keb,  then 
faced  the  audience;  but,  all  the  time  Reb  was 
bowing-  his  acknowledgments,  C'ora/.on  sulked 
and  slouched,  and  he  was  sulking  and  shuttling 
the  dusi  when  they  went  through  tlie  gate. 

"Now,"  said  John,  who  is  very  liuman, 
"we'll  go  help  Reb  spend  that  money." 

As  we  jostled  amid  the  outgoing  crowd,  sev- 
eral cowboys  came  alongside  the  grandstand 
rail,  and  Big  John  drew  me  aside  to  have 
speech  with  them.  One  rider  led  a  s])arc  horse 
and  when  he  passed  a  man  on  foot,  the  latter 
hailed  him: 

"Say,  Ed,  give  me  a  lift  to  the  hotel?" 
"Sure,"  answered  Ed,  protrering  the  reins. 
The  man  gathered  them  uj).  his  hands  flut- 
tering as  if  with  palsy,  and  paused  with  his 
foot  raised  toward  the  .stirrnp. 

"He  wonH  pitch  nor  nothing,  EdT'  came 
the  (juavered  incjuiry.  'You're  shore  he's 
gentle  f 
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"Ocnller-n  a  ,I„g,"  rctinnccl  Ed,  greatlv  sur- 
prised. 

"You  afn't  fooling  n,e,  now.  are  vou,  EcP" 
continued  the  man  ou  the  ground.  "He 
looks  kind  of  mean." 

"Give  him  to  me !"  Ed  exploded.  "You  kin 
■walk." 

From  wliere  wo  stood,  only  the  man's  baek 
was  visihle.     "^Vho  is  that  fellow?"  I  asked 
;'^^'l-?     ITin,,'    answerecl    my    neighbor. 
Oh,  Ins  name's  Mullir.s.     They  sav  he  used 
<"  I'c  a],le  to  ri.lc  anything  with  hair  on  it 
^"><1  rhrow  off  the  bridle  at  that.     I  expeet 
tliat's  just  talk.     Don't  you  reekon?" 
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STEM^'  was  recounting  an  episode  of 
IIcU's  Acre. 
"And  jist  as  I  wa.s  fighting  my  horse 
to  make  him  go  tliroiigh  that  scrub-oak,  he 
done  stul)hcd  liis  toe  in  thr  sand.  Up  she  come 
Avith  a  \vho(>f— one  of  them  oF  long-horns. 
That  cow  luid  hid  herself  there.  Yes,  sir;  but 
she  (H(ln"t  quite  git  he^  horns  covered." 

Reb  said  he  could  well  believe  it.  Xo  longer 
ago  than  last  Tuesday,  while  chasing  some 
stul)born  cattle,  he  had  chanced  upon  a  cow 
Ivin'--  flat  iK'hind  a  bush.  A  jackrabbit  was 
burving  her  under  leaves,  for  better  conceal- 

ment. 

Whereupon  the  two  got  to  horse  and  rode 
away,  leaving-  behitul  them  a  thoughtful  si- 
lence. 
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There  was  a  watc-gap  to  i,o  repaired  and 
tl.ey  headed  for  il,e  Salt  Fork  of  the  Brazos. 
"  a,t  a  mi„ufe,"  .said  Steve.    "I.ook  tliere  " 
A  eow  stood  on  the  crest  of  a  rise-a  lean 
dun   ereature,    with    distended    eves.     ^Vhen' 
they  approaclied,  she  trotted  off  to  the  ri.rht 
muinhlino.  anxiously.     They  did   not    folLv.' 
Then  she  stopped,  her  head  erect  and  nostrils 
<lilate,l,  to  wateh  then,.     The  two  anihled  for- 
"■a.-d  and  she  kept  near,  very,  very  an.xions. 

■'''■e  s  sot  a  calf  In'd  out  somewhercs,"  Keh 
remarked. 

He  surveyed  the    immediate    country    l-i- 
«.rel.v,  c„nfi<Ient  of  w,,„t  he  woukl  ,Iis'c„.er. 
l«o  hundred  yards  in  front  was  a  patch  of 
n-esquite,  and  they  made  for  it.     Rehin,l  a  hush 
Ley  found  tl,e  ealf_a  stur.ly,  red-and-white 
I'al'y  with  a  specially  l,|aek,   „,oist   nose.     It 
flattened  out  when  Steve  stoo,l  over  it. 
"(■'i  "P,"  he  comman,led,  "I  want  to  see 

more  of  you.      I  l,nt  t|,e„,  |,,„,f-     . 

5„f.j„  "'""'  "»"'»  "f  yours  is 
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The  calf  hugged  llie  oround.  He  raised 
the  sagging  body  by  the  brisket  and  tail,  none 
too  ger.tly.  When  he  let  go,  the  little  fellow 
collapsed,  spread  out  like  a  jellyfish.  lie  must 
have  marveled  as  he  lay  there,  rolling  his  wide, 
questioning  eyes  upward,  what  strange  l)eings 
these  were,  for  he  was  just  one  day  old  and 
had  never  seen  a  man. 

"Come  a  liT  seven,"  Steve  cried  joyously. 
"Look  a-here,  Reb.     See  his  face." 

Between  the  youngster's  eyes  was  a  crim- 
son s])lash  which  made  a  perfect  7.  Reb  ex- 
amined the  peculiar  marking  with  interest  and 
suggested  that  Come-a-Seven  might  bring  the 
little  devil  luck  as  a  name. 

The  calf  resented  all  this  handling  and  raised 
his  voice  in  a  plaintive  bawl.  As  they  loped 
away  on  their  errand,  the  cow  crashed  through 
the  bushes  to  her  offspring's  side.  She  nosed 
him  solicitonsly,  rumbling  caresses. 

Come-a-Seven  inherited  all  the  hardiness  of 
his  race— indeed,  in   later   years,   lleb   vowed 
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that  he  was  to„rrl,cr'n  the  oldest  man   In   the 
world.     Half  an  hour  after  his  advent  into 
th,s  ^ale  of  tears  he  eould  ^^•alk.     It  was  not  a 
gait  in  justify  hoastin-    because  liis  forelegs 
showed  a  tendency    to    give    at    unexpectrd 
phices,  but  he  saved  biniself  from  a  fall  by 
leaning  against    his   mother's    shoulder.     He 
next  made  the  circuit  of  the  cow  t^^ice  in  a 
ehunsy  hunt  for  the  fount  of  his  food  supply 
and  finally  reached  it  in  an  extremely  awkward 
positio2i.     Xevertheless,  she  watched  him  pride- 
fnlly,  her  sight  blurred  with  haj,j,incss;  and 
hraced  against  her  hind  leg,  he  fed  like  a  glut- 
ton.     Feeling  full  and  reckless  therefrom,  he 
liumped  his    l)ack    in    abandon    and    tried    to 
eayo,t,  but  came  down  with  a  jarring  thump. 
I  lie  young  mother  did  her  duty  by  him  like 
a    Scotch    washerwoman    with    nine    children. 
He  breakfasted  at  dawn-drank  until  he  could 
^h-ink  no  more.     Afterwards  she  went  off  to 
graxr,  leaving  the  calf  behind  some  screening 
'"'sh.     It  was  seldom  she  strayed  so  far  that 
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she  was  not  within  sight  or  call:  tlicr^  is  danger 
to  toddling  calves  that  lie  rut  on  the  range  un- 
protected. 

How  fast  his  strength  grew!  At  five  days 
of  age  he  could  liave  butted  into  a  vooden 
fence  at  half-speed  without  any  especially  ill 
effects,  save  to  the  fence.  Vet  his  mother's 
care  never  abated.  She  would  go  over  him 
every  night  with  eager  tenderness  anil  was 
ever  aggressively  on  the  alert  to  defend.  For 
she  would  have  ^ht  anything  on  four  legs 
for  the  life  of  that  loo  "nted,  red-and-white 

blatherskite  she  held  to  uc  prince  of  his  race. 

The  cattle  grazed  in  scattered  bunches  ovc 
some  liundred  thousand  acres  of  tf.e  east  range 
— they  are  not  so  comi)anionable  as  horses  and 
do  not  herd  so  closely  in  their  feeding.  Xor 
will  the  bulls  take  such  rcspoh.iibilitics  u})on 
their  shoulders  as  do  stallions  with  the  mares  and 
colts.  Come-a-Seven,  in  fact,  never  saw  his 
father,  to  his  knowledge.  That  ponderous, 
morose  scion  of  Hereford  stock  lived  his  own 


TITK  orn'i.Aw 

iifc-  in  Im  o„„  „,,y.  s,,„„|i„,,   l,,ic   ,|,e   ,!„,. 

*q>i"K  "Mhe  shmK.  „f  a  c„tt,.:,„„o,l;  ami  l,e 
''"'    ""'    ""'■■>-   ;il."nt    i-a,„i|,    ,„„tt,,,,     ji,, 

«MV.  oCel,i|,|,.e„  ,n:^Ut  fa.-f  as  l,<.sl  tl.cv  o„ni,l 

l'-.!iKM,K.anti,„ei,el,u,ll,:.,anu,sema,R     He- 
sulcs.  «i,at  ,,„  cartl,  were  tl.cir  ,nothL-r.  for? 

<»"  liis  ci„l,(|,  ,lay  (•,„„e.a-.Sc-von  stavtcd  „ut 
to  .sec.  sometiuno   of   ti,e    «„rl,l.     \„    „,.e,t 
vanety  offered  witl.in  l,i.,  ken-a  r„lli„,?  ev- 
Iiai.se,  gieen-Kray,  gasl.e.l  l,y  numerous  l.riei.- 
■■"I  «"IIie.;    I,„,„lre,ls   of   serassy   mes,|uite 
I'usues  au,l  so„,e  ,,rieklv-,,ear;  two  or  tl.ree 
■■eHal  eottouwoo<l.s  on  tlie    I,anlv   of  a    ereel- 
"I'o^c  saudy  I,e,l  wa.s  a  tl.ini  of  a  „,ile  wide- 
''^■yond,  a  !,„tfe  lifting  fr„„,  ,|,e  earti,  like  a' 
"'""strons  mushroom.     That  was  what  he  saw 
-tl.at.  and  big  h|„,  ,,,„t,,,^,^  „j.  ^|,^^^,^^^^.^  ^^^^_ 

"'S"verll,eeountryKl<eanarmyof.peeters. 
I  .Ic-s  of  fun.hled  while  clouds  gave  pro.nise  of 
mm  at  a  later  date. 

U,H,u  this  the  red-aud-white  gazed,  his  !,ead 
moving  from  side  to  side  in  jerks,  ears  twitch- 
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irif*",  tail  strniulil  out  as  wlicn  he  fed.  He  was 
trying  to  gel  up  iicrve  to  sally  fartlier  afield. 
As  a  starter  and  a  spur  to  courage  he  curveted 
clumsily.  l)ut  Mas  brought  up  short  by  the  sight 
ol'  another  call"  of  about  iiis  o\\n  age,  standing 
not  a  dozen  vards  awav,  surveying  him  with 
the  HveHest  interest.  Conie-a-Seven  tried  to 
look  hostile,  even  threatening,  but  his  curiosity 
got  the  belter  of  him,  because  the  calf  into 
whose  face  he  glared  had  the  merest  stump  of 
a  tail. 

Advancing  a  step,  he  inti.nated  in  liis  own 
Iieci.iiU',  gruir  calf-manner  that  the  al)bre- 
viated  member  i)n'//led  him.  1  j'  Come-a-Seven 
had  ever  dodged  a  coyote,  he  \\()uld  not  have 
been  s(,  ignorant.  The  other  evinced  no  re- 
sentment and  they  ai)proachcd  in  amicable 
fasliion,  made  a  ])layf'ul  butt  at  eacli  othei-  and 
l.'ccamc  fast  friends.  After  that  they  would 
loaf  about  logelher  in  the  hot  summer  days, 
making  liouble  for  the  other  calv.  s  and  stir- 
ring ui)  bickerings  and  feuds. 
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-None  of  then,  w.s  „|'  a  «.,i„„.s  nature.  Tl,e 
"carest  appn^u-h  io  .  „„„,e  en,,ing  ,„„„eMed 
«li™ll,e,e.l.nn,l-,vl,ite  smashed,  mil  tilt,  ;„lo 

a  s,x-„,„nihs--..|,l  hain,n„he,-,  „r  wI,oso  rela- 
t-isl,,,,  he  was  is..«.-a„t-n„t  that  this  „„„Id 
''ajc  „,a,le  any  .lillVrence-and  knnekcl  hin, 

'■«■  ILe  stee,,  „.a||  ,„■  a  tank  intc,  the  naler. 
i'--'  l'^"l  lo  n,n  at  l.at.  n,r  the  other  was    , 

'"'''■   '"•''^■"'    -"■•   ••-'    I-    ,vas   an.rv    all 
■"■""«''•     n-hen  he  sera,nl,led  out,    he    weut 

'".'i"«f"r,hered-a„d-white,huthy,hattiu,e 

<1"- "fl  "..I.-,  uassaleh  under  his  mother's  eye, 
"li.-l.  laet  he  llaunle.!  I,ra/e,d.v. 

"'"'"•"'""  •■''-■••■'^'■'■p.-.ir^'    Who  so  hold 

,T  ""'  '^""^'^^  '""•  ^'■»'   C- <-a-Seve„   when 

.ercMvasno„ossil,ili,yordan„.r.'     Then,  at 

'"■  ""*,  '"'"   '"■  "■ I-  "1-  "-.Id  „o  their 

'"'^■""'  "''■>■"■' In,,,  lo  their  „,of    ,     -It 

"'""■^'ly  I'csf  ]>aec. 

■'''"■>■  ""-^  '-••""■"«.  1"...  for  ,„anv  |hi„,,, 

"'■y  vnv  ca,Tied  le,sson.s  to  their  V fu|  ,,er- 

'■    >    \uu-   uilncs.sc..  ol    the  linfsl, 
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of  a  wild-cat.  wiiicli  a  pu.icher  roped  out  of  a 
tree  ujulcr  which  they  had  been  taking  a  nap. 
They  saw  a  companion  (he  slowly  from  black- 
leg, and  another  practically  eaten  alive  by  the 
fearful  screw-worm.  I'or  days,  too,  they 
avoided  an  old  cow  wliose  head  was  swelled  to 
twice  its  natural  size.  The  i)oor  creature  was 
the  victim  of  a  snake  bite,  but  she  survived. 


"Ow-oo-yah!       Ow-oo-yali!       Ow-oo-yah! 
Ki-yi!     Ciit  u]),  cattle." 

A  shrill  whistle  brought  the  red-and-white  to 
his  feet  with  a  jerk  just  as  the  sun  tinted  the 
eastern  sky  to  gray  and  gold  and  rose.  He 
bellowed  an  in(iuiiy  to  his  mother,  and  for  a 
second  stood  irresolute.  A  horseman  came 
riding  at  lop  speed  straight  for  them,  hallooing 
with  all  his  might  and  wa\ing  liis  hat. 
AVhercupon  the  calf  waited  I'nr  no  instructions. 
lie  let  himself  out   for  all  he  was  winlh. 

The  puncher  rode  at  a  hand-galloi)  behind 
and  lie  did  not  drive  too  ban!.      liistead,  he 
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gave  tlicm  a  shove  m  the  direelion  he  (lesiixd 
they  should  travel,  and,  with  a    final    shout, 
s^vuno  away  to  the  rioht,  where  a  buneh  of  six 
rose  up  with  a  sn.rt  and  gave  hini  a  ehase. 
Tic  ealeulated  that  the  eow  would  keep  o,,in5 
^^'Hi  she  did.     Tier  slow  mareh  was  marked  hv 
protests    from    her    hopeful    offspring.     Oh*, 
ser-ing  that  the  rider  was  busy  stirn'ng  up 
c-attle  in  many  direetions,  his  hahy  mind  could 
coneeive  of  no  good  reason  for  plugging  along 
in  a  line  deati  ahead  because  this  individual  had 
Au-nished  L^^  impetus  for  the   start.     So    he 
grumbled  much,  but  trotted  along  obediently, 
"ntu  ithstanding;  and  presently  his  own  griev' 
ancc.  were  dissipated  by  the  contemplation  of 
^^Imt    was     happ,,;ing    aromid    him.     Every 
f'''"*->'  <>'•  '"ush  in  Ihe  country  appeared  to  be 
^^"•'""g  out  cows,  calves  and  young  steers,  as 
«  n.agician's    bag    scatters    pa],er    roses.     In 
l^cveral  bunches  he  recognized  ac.c.uaintanees, 
hut  they  were  too  concerned  about  the  future 
"^  <J<>  "lore  than  give  a  hurried  s<,.iall  of  rec- 
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ognltioii.  All  ciioinious  procession  was  under 
way  and  tlicy  were  marehiiig  in  it,  a  part  of  it. 
\Vliilher  would  it  lead  thein^ 

Ai)parcntly  tliis  s()eeulation  was  likewise  a 
source  oT  worry  to  the  cows  and  steers,  though 
thev  al!  had  hceii  through  iiiiich  the  same  ])e- 
fore.  \'et,  for  the  most  [)art,  they  went 
soherly,  falling  into  the  semhianee  of  a  trail- 
herd  as  their  ranks  were  swelled  hy  others  which 
the  cowhoys  roused  up:  hut  there  were  some 
that  did  not.  Occasionally  a  heifer  would 
make  a  hreak  to  one  side,  onlv  to  he  headed 
off;  and  once  a  cow,  driven  too  impetuously, 
jerked  her  head  sidewavs  and  howed  her  tail. 
She  was  "on  the  prod,"  and  they  let  her  go. 
Time  after  tiwie,  when  the  red-and-white  would 
turn  aI)out  to  ga/e.  a  rider  would  come  al  him, 
.slapi)ing  his  hoot  with  his  ([iiirt  and  ulMstling. 
This  constant  .surveillance  irritated  Come-a 
Seven. 

Their  ranks  were  swelling  so  fast,  too,  tliat 
his  identity,  and  hence  his  sense  of  security. 
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was  lost     AnoilH,- influx  or  cattle  caused  him 
to  carcn,  off  his  mother's  side  and  in  puerile 
anger  he  hutted  at  those  nearest,  until  he  ol,- 
served  lie  Mas  making  no  impression,  when  dis- 
couraged, he  gave  it  up    and    moved    alon.. 
His  Uuy    ,,ouhles    Mere    suhmerged    in    tlmt 
great  army.     Tmo  thousand  eattle  Mere  con- 
vcTgmg  upon  a  plain,  from  nine  points  in  an 
area  five  miles  Mide. 

Come-a-Seven  Mas  almost  too  interested  to 
be  seared. 

t'lo.Hls  or  ,]„,,t  welling  „,,;  a  l,al,d  of  ,o„n,I  • 
""■-'">•  '"="■'""»  "'■  i'-"l>  ''"lis,  pcttv  ,„„,u,..hs 

"""■■>"•■' "'"".ion  l-„„li„s  tlR.y  rescMlcl:  the 
l"«M.«„fc,,u,sa,„ltl,e/Visl,le„„ll„„vl,„„.,f 
ll'e..alvc.s:an,lalua.vsal,e„i|,I,,in,.,|„„.„i„. 
'""'   ^I'lrii,,.    like  a   inacLstnm,.     Kverv   lew 

'"""""" '^"•'■■■""  ■"■ 'li'-l  " Ul,„„l   .k'v.var,! 

I'l-'  n  Keyse,-,  where  a  bull  v.as  s|,.,ili„„  r„,  ., 
If't  =.n,l  sent  his  ll„„;,l,,-i„u.  ,,,a||,„:,  ,„.„ 

"■^  ranks.     <»e.,,si„„an,,l„,,,,,„asa,.|ashan,I 
some  ,lesj,erate  atten,,,l.s  at   yonns.     Hnkl- 
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ing  this  hfAst  on  Hie  round-up  ground  was  a 
cordon  of  ciglit  punchers,  sitting  apatlietically 
on  their  liorses.  Tliey  liad  little  to  do  while 
their  conij)anions  worked  the  herd,  cutting  out 
tlie  cows  and  calves  to  one  side,  the  strays  and 
heel'  cattle  to  another.  Sometimes  an  animal 
would  wander  to  the  edge,  stand  staring  un- 
certainly, then  saunter  forth  to  attain  the  open; 
hut  most  were  driven  hack  witliout  trouhle. 
One  persisted  and  gave  a  herder  a  furious  dash 
to  head  him  oil';  but  that  was  all  part  of  the 
day's  work. 

AVh'ii  the  cutters  penetrated  the  dust  and 
came  threading  their  way  through  the  noisy, 
restless  horde,  the  calf  hccanie  doubly  uneasy. 
A  man  on  a  hlazed-face  hay  was  particularly 
insistent.  Come-a-Seven  watched  him  worl- 
deviously  through  the  culiie  luni  after  a  cow 
and  her  young,  and  drive  them  forth  to  the 
open;  so  he  tried  to  keej)  out  of  sight.  But  it 
was  no  use.  Soon  the  horse  was  close  to  them, 
and  mother  and  son  felt,  rather  than  saw,  that 
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t).o.v  uere  tl,e  ol.jec-ts  of  the  ,,„icl  maneuvering 
flmt   followcl.     Wherever  they  .In.Ioe,!   ,„„1 
'l"..We,l  the  hla.eil-f„ee  was  sure  to  he  there 
close  I,el,in,l,  jiatient,  unth-inK.     A  wave  of  re- 
sentment against  this  steady  pressure  hroke 
them  into  a  run.  an,l,  hefore  thev  knew  it,  the 
outer  rin,  of  eattie  split  wi.le  open  an.I  they 
^vere  hey„,„!  tiie  henl.     I„  „   „„„■,  (,,„.  ^,„. 
<leavore,l  to  .hn-t  ha,,,,  |,„t  j,,^  ,„.„.  ,,^^^.  \^^^^^_ 

posed.     Seeing  this,  the  eow   sped    toward    a 
■Iraw  where  the  sernh-eedar  appear,.!  to  offer 
chanees  of  eseapc.     Wnu  the  speed  of  .i,d,t 
ti.e  iiuneher  was  after  then.,  twisting,  wheel- 
mg.  heading  her  off   toward    the   ent-hnneh 
And  the  ealf  lonnd  the  same  in.lefaligahh.  foe 
I'ctween  him  and  free.Ion,  when  he  emnlakd 
lii.s  mother. 

''(iit  fn,  you  low-lived  uIr.],,,"  howled  the 
"itter,  and  he  .s{)urred  furiously. 

They  fiually  o-ave  up  the  eonicst  as  hopeless 

and  trotted  meekly  h,  joiu  the  hunch  of  eattie 
they  perceived  ahead  of  [hem. 
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There  were  e<)\vs  wliieli  sliot  from  the  herd 
at  a  :;all!)[)  aiul  liieii  would  l)reak  to  a  hesi- 
tating- Irot,  Iheir  heads  nochh'no-  loosely  elose 
to  the  o'ronnd.  Their  ;^ait  liad  an  odd  iineer- 
tainty  ahout  it.  The  animals  -would  shrink 
from  a  weed  and  draw  haek.  One  stopped  at 
perceiving  a  sh-idow  and  went  around  it  fear- 
fully. 

"Locoed,"  a  puncher  commented.  For 
those  had  eaten  of  the  strange  loco  weed  and 
were  afflicted. 

IJy  ten  o'clock,  the  herd  was  worked.  Fires 
were  lighted  and  the  branding  irons  thrust  into 
them. 

The  roper  and  flaid^ers  got  into  action,  two 
sets  of  them,  and  every  minute  calves  emitted 
protesting  Avails  as  the  hot  irons  seared  their 
sides.  He  worked  like  an  autonvdon,  that 
roper.  He  seemed  removed  from  human  pas- 
sion*^, remote  from  tlie  ordinary  liuman  im- 
])u!ses.  His  loop  drop|)t(l  unerringly,  aiid 
hack  the  horse  would  go  at  a  trot  or  a  lope, 

126 


THE    OUTLAAV 

with  a  panicstvickcn,  crying  calf  j.hn.gin^ 
'"""I'ing   al„„g   ;„   rear.   .s„„,eti,„o.,   Uu;C 

.m,crsault,-f„r  life  ;s  too  sI,.,rt,o  carry  cah-: 
'"  ":  '^'"'^"-^  "i"'  ^olieiton.  care,  though 
I»»s,hly  the  flankers  would  prefer  tl,em  that 
way. 

The  rcd-and-white  e.lged  away  fro™  the 
held  of  thi,  ge„tlen.an-s  labors  and  ran 
straiglit  in  front  of  a  sorrel  horse. 

Baw-aw-aw-aw-aw-aw!  he  crie.l,    as   some- 
l"ng  settle,!  about  his  neck  and  a  resistless 
iorce  co„,n,enee,l  to  drag  bin,  into  the  open 

Another  roper  had  snared  him.     He  humped 
'"'  ''"*  •■'™'  '"^S--"'  to  buck,  his  legs  ri<ri,l       \t 
"•ery  leap  into  the  air  he  blatted  .u,,!  ,,;.„. 
tested.     His  „,other  shrank  back  in  confusion 
■■'/  "''■  *"'"'  ""'"■>•  ""<I  I"^t  sight  of  hi„-,  i„  ,|,e 
;,'",f  ;;':^"'  ''>■  '■''  ""»'"i"8-  ■'■■ogress.     For 
;:'  ■■  y^  :■"■*  ''^-  "-  ''-.^.--d  in  a  senes 
"  '""■»'"'«■  leaps,  witl,  the  rope  cutting  int„ 

-neck  so  that  he  could  sc.roc!yb,.,:.athe;  and 
"'"'•  ''^■'■"'•'^  ''«  ''^"1  '""e  to  recover  his  facul- 
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tics,  a  man  seized  tlie  rope,  ran  along  it  until 
he  reached  the  red-and-whitc,  and  reachinii 
over  his  body,  Hopped  him  in  the  air.  But 
the  calf  wjis  not  flanked  so  easily— not  Come-a- 
Sevcn.  Twice  he  rebounded  like  a  rubber  ball, 
findino'  his  feet  before  his  antagonist  could 
fall  on  liim. 

"Stay-ay-ay  uith  him,  Steve!     Go  to  him, 
boy!"  shruivt'd  the  deligiited  flankers. 

"Durn  his  hide.  He's  stout  as  a  Aveaner," 
Steve  snorted;  and  he  gave  a  tremendous 
heave.  At  the  same  time  he  made  a  short 
sjjiing  forward  witli  knees  crooked,  which  car- 
ried liim  under  the  calf  as  that  strenuous  com- 
batant tried  to  make  his  hoofs  hit  the  ground 
first.  The  red-and-whitc  came  down  witli  a 
bum])  that  sounded  like  the  unloading  of  a 
trunk  marked,  '"Handle  with  care."  It  would 
have  broken  the  ribs  of  anytliing  aged  three 
mcnths  except  a  calf. 

"Holy    cats,     it's     Come-a-Seven,"    Steve 
panted.     He  sat  l)ack  of  his  head,  with  a  knee 
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"n  tl,e  neck,  an.l  t«  i.,te,]  on,  foreleg  in  a  jiu- 
.»"-gnp  r.t  ,,a,.l,.e,l  ail  effort.  Another 
;'",";•""  f  '"^  ""-•  -^fe„,ity  got  a  vise-like 
'■"'''  "'  "-  '^"  'eg  and  put  ti.e  othe,-  out  of 

Oli-oli-oli-nli-nli-uh-ali! 
The  cry  was  almost  human,  and  the  eves 
"god  and  ,.„„ed  with  terror  until  the  whites 

-wed  'ihe  iron  had  touehod  !,im,  hiting 
tln-oughh,seoat  into  the  flesh,  while  the  smok: 
!".'■'"  ""  "'•«'  ^""^l'  of  "«.nung  hair.  His 
'"'"f  "^"'">  J-'  "-*  pang  to  get  proper 
"oa  e,j„ession,  and  he  used  all  lus  available 
'-ath  ,n  a  frantie  appeal  to  the  mother  that 
''"'■0  liim.     It  was  not  in  vain. 

"Look  out!    Here  she   eon.es!"   yelled   a 
nanker. 

The  three  working  over  the  eainooked  up 

to  see  the  eow  trotting  towanl  them.    There  was 

.K,  time  to  dodge.     U'hen  she  was  within  ten 

of  the  group  an  i.lle  flanker  kieked  a  jet 
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of  sand  into  her  face  a?ul  slie  swerved  irreso- 
lutely, coming  to  a  walk.  The  ro])er  drove  her 
back  and  work  was  resumed  on  her  son. 

"I  mind  once,  when  I  was  with  the  Spur,  a 
cow  jumped  clean  over  us  tliat-a-way,"  re- 
marked Bill  Kennedy,  rising  from  the  ground. 
As  a  parting  salute  he  rolled  tlie  red-and-white 
over  his  hip,  as  a  wrestler  throws  a  man  to  the 
mat.     "Say,  Jake,  heel  them  big  fellers." 

The  calf  was  scared,  and  sore  all  over.  A 
swallow-fork  in  the  right  ear  and  a  crop  in  the 
left  worried  him.  He  stood  glowering  in  all 
directions,  in  an  effort  to  get  his  bearings; 
then  he  executed  some  shnddering,  half- 
hearted jumps,  as  though  trying  to  shed  the 
two  burning  letters  on  his  left  flank,  and 
sought  his  mother.  He  was  sick,  and  all  the 
fight  gone  from  him. 

The  herd  was  driven  ofi'  and  released,  and 
the  red-and-white  vrent  with  them.  He  tar- 
ried in  a  draw,  enduring  great  pain.  A  fever 
burned  him,  too,  and  he  wa.s   low   in   spirits. 
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Half  of  his  enormous  appetite  was  ^one,  but 
only  half.  Alas,  he  had  lost  the  source  of  sup- 
ply  for  even  the  remnant  that  remained.  In 
the  general  eonfusion  he  had  become  separated 
irom  his  mother,  and,  as  it  was  meal-time,  the 
loss  was  douhlv  (hstressino- 

He  lilted  up  his  voice  in  a  song  of  sorrow,  but 
"aught    availed.     J>e^■ei^ing  this,  he  started 
to  find  her.     The  co^.  was  hunting  for  him, 
too,  hunting  frenziedly.     And    she    was    not 
alone  in  her  grief,  for  at  least  a  dozen  cows  had 
lost  their  young  in  the  turmoil  of  branding, 
and  they  wandered  up  and  down  and  across 
Without  cessation,  lowing  ])atheticallv,  a  world 
of  distress  in  their  tones  and    in   their   eyes. 
From  time  to  time  one  would  siglit  a  stray  calf 
and  make  a  bee  line  for  it,  but  only  to  give  a 
moan  of  disappointment  and  resume  herlunit. 
Come-a-Seven  tried  to  establish  filial  rela- 
tions with  every  cow  he  met.     As  a  result,  he 
i^ot  some  rebuffs  that  ^vouId  have  disco.n-agcd 
a-    less    hungry    youngster.     lor    hours  "he 
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scare!  cd;  for  lioiirs  cows  wandered  ahoiit  cry- 
ing for  tlieir  young.  Twice  the  rcd-and-AvIiite 
essayed  to  feed  where  he  Iiad  no  blood-riglits 
and  nearly  had  hi.s  ribs  stove  in  j'or  liis  pains. 
Finally,  made  crafty  ])y  hunger,  he  softly 
shouldered  anr-ther  calf  away  from  licr  place  at 
the  mother's  side  and  tried  to  substitute.  The 
old  cow  properly  kicked  him  for  that  trick. 

But  his  hunger  was  short-lived;  a  familiar 
voice  smote  uj)on  his  ear,  his  answering  cry 
came  with  a  glad  (|ui'er  in  it,  and  mother  and 
son  were  reunited.  How  she  smelled  of  liim 
and  licked  his  dusty  sides  and  neck!  And 
the  wav  he  went  for  his  meal!  She  urave  a 
deep  rumble  of  content.  Even  when  Come- 
a-Sevcn  butted  cruelly  with  his  liead,  in  liis 
eonsuniing  hur)ger,  and  hurl  her,  she  lowed  in 
proud  satisfaction. 

Pain  and  trouble  cannot  last  forever.  In 
a  week  his  wounds  had  healed;  he  was  sound 
and  strong  again.  Once  mort  began  the  long, 
idle  day^  of  (ro.id   f<.i  ding  and   play  "  ith  his 
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young  companions.     His  life  ,vas  a  full  „„e 

C  ompure,!  wi,M,,„  „nho  l.,n,.a,.l  varietv  of 
e«c.n,,,eaif,it„a.sa,sc.,,c*.,.„lasa,,;u„,. 
"•"  »  ''I'PC'urs  lo  a  I,ot.bloodc.,l  ..sidaU  of  a 
c'oiintry  town. 

I"  the  winter  l,is  „,other  grew  gannt.     The 

c-ol.l-,va.  intense  at  ti„,e.s,an,l,l,e  snowfall  was 
greater  than  tlie  ol.lest  h„ll  eo„l,|  ,,,eall       At 

™re  .ntenals  n,en  ean.e  ri.ling  to  inspe,.t  :uul 

""-ev,sit,I,.oveso„,e„n„eweake,.eattle,o 
-  l-me  ,,a,stnre,  there  to  be  fe,l  ,Iailv.     Fo- 

''",  "".""  '""'-•  ""'I''  '-  -lone,  a„.l  „,e  ,e,l. 

-''-"''"^■-so neofthen,.  There  were n.anv 
«"o,„.,n,  breaks  on  the  range  an,l, he  ealfwa's 
;""''•  :"''^'"""""-""«l-'n.H,ou,U,o„gl,.,„ee 
*.U  e  snow  ,„,ne„  „e,, ,..  eo^  eonl. 

'  ■     «™-.HK.r  wan,lenngs,  grin,  .lealh 

;;    ,''"''  '''''■^■'■-•-     -'■'--■-•   himself 
"'nMhree,la.v.wi,ho„lan„.al,vetlive.l        V 
7  "'"  •""  '-»  ''"-  ""--gh  ",be  snow'  li,; 
.  '"7-  -■""'  "'-•  "-1  -"  -«  son,,,  o,  .heir 


TiTK  ttxta:\ied 

Sprin*»'  came  at  l;ist — siuldtDly,  like  a  moun- 
tain sunrise — and  the  earl h  was  exceeding  glad. 
Worried  and  emaciated,  they  nreeted  tlie  sea- 
son of  hope  witli  a  suddtn  access  oi'  energy. 
In  hiter  months  tlie  i'cd-a?id-\\hite  was  weaned. 
He  learned  to  eat  grass,  of  which  accomplish- 
ment he  was  at  first  inordinately  ])i'ou(l,  and 
he  throve  on  it:  and  he  had  hut  one  worry  in 
the  world — heel  flies. 

It  has  het  11  said  that  Come-a-Seven  was 
lusty.  He  was  an  amazing  hig  fellow  for  has 
age.  AX'hen  loimd-uj)  lime  -u'rivcd  again  and 
lie  was  herded  with  ahou!  fourti'cn  hinidrcd 
cattle,  he  grew  elusty  over  the  I'act  that  he 
sized  up  W(  II  with  most  of  the  two-year-olds. 
His  strength  and  restless  energy  were  [)ropor- 
tionate. 

Indeed,  Comc-a-Seven  hade  fair  to  he  a 
roiKidcr.  While  the  othci-  cattle  would  he 
sleeping  peacefully  on  the  hrd- ground,  the 
young  red-and-whitc  would  go  up  and  do\sn 
through  the  herd,  tiying  to  start  some  excile- 
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r    •  ,  ?   •■""■''•"  '•'"-  'o    «alk    straight 
""'""'  ""  "'"'"■  "f  ""-■  — I'ent  host,  and 

/V'  '""""■"■'''' «™'"'''-t '.in.  and 

;"""'^''-'".tl.e  was  proof  against 
•."  .'•p.-o.achcs  and  eon«.ience  he  had  none 

,"'""'""••"  «"""l''«l"puneher  on  guard 
;;  ;'^'  -t>-l."<  -.i.s  wanderings  for  the  Ln- 

!"'  '•'■-"'■  '-k  -n,e  wh„  tried  to  walk  out  at 
J-^P.;"...p.ing.     "He's  playing  f„r  a  ston. 

'■'.swan  if  it  ah,',  C„„,e.a..Seven!"  remarked 

Mcve.l,en,l,er.d-and.„hite  passed  verv  near 

;  ..;       <.Mo  hed,  Con.,...a-.Seven.     I  ;eeko: 
>ou  i-f  a  rake. 

"•I"|nired„f  his  sohlary  roaming,  the  red- 

■""l-"llill'     woidil     s,.|,,.i       . 

„,,,    ,,,       ,.  "    "'""^    y<""'K    steer 

■.;    "--■.!.  and  ,.„n,p,.,  ,„,„.,„  ,„  ^,,,__^,^^_^_ 

'^•■''''^"'-•"''■''■-li^iVtionwnuidhe 

""■''  """«'•"  "'"■  ""■  '''-vi..«  of  the  eattic 
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Ajiotlier  year  i)assc(l.  When  the  cowboys 
came  whooping  up  tlie  cattle  in  tlie  followinn- 
August,  the  red-and-white  heard  the  loud 
shoutings  and  saw,  with  contemptuous  resent- 
ment, his  I'eJIow-creaturcs  being  })roi)ellc'(l  to- 
ward tlie  round-up  ground.  Their  meekness 
awoke  hot  rebellion  in  him.  Big  he  was  now 
and  of  the  strength  of  two.  He  decided  he 
would  not  go. 

A  rider  eauglit  liim  unawares  and  the  sur- 
prise of  his  first  rush  started  the  steer  in  the 
right  direction,  but  it  failed  to  keep  him 
there;  for  as  soon  as  the  man  dei)arted  to  drive 
another  bunch,  the  red-and-whitc  went  oil'  at 
a  tangent.  Far  had  he  wandered  in  liis  dav, 
and  he  knew  some  l.»rakes — miles,  miles  away — 
where  the  foot  of  horse  seldoni  trod.  To- 
ward these  lie  headed.  Two  hinulred,  three 
hundred  yards,  and  behind  him  he  heanl  the 
familiar  scramble  of  the  pursuer.  The  red- 
and-whiti-  llagged  his  tail  and  let  out  another 
noteii. 

13C 
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^^  ''Quit  it,  you  Come-a-Seven!"  Steve  bawkd. 
"Blast  you,  git  in  there." 

The  tuo-year-old  only  ran  the  harder,  hut 
the  pony  gained.     Then  he  lost  his  ten.per  and 
"'^»<Ie  up  his  mind  that  whether  or  not  the  cow- 
boy overtook  Imn  he  uould  reaeh  those  brakes- 
if  neeessary  he  would  turn  about  and  attaek' 
His  head  swayed  from  side  to  side,  his  oait  be- 
cvune  nneertain  and  he  seemed  worried~svn,j>. 
toms  whieh  were  not  lost  on   Steve.     When 
tlie  steer  stopped  and  faeed  about,  the  horse 
turned  like  a  Hash,  and  as  he  did  so  a  loud 
•luerulous  voiee,  raised  in  heljdess  anger,  bn.ke 
up  Steve's  progranune.     That  voiee  ehan.r,,l 
the     red-and-white's     destiny.     ]ndireetly"  it 
«aved  him  from  the  stoekyards:  but,  then,  he 
would  i,r(,bal,ly  have  saved  himsell'. 

"I^^t  him  go,  Steve!  Von'II  lose  that  other 
huneh,  the  wagon  boss  cried.  '-Wc.-il  ..d  him 
again."  ^ 

Steve  waved  liis  hat  at  the  steer  with  a  ..ood- 

"atured  gnu  and  shook  up  his  horse,  d.paning 
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like  a  rocket  to  his  work.     The  rcd-and-wliite 
cohtinued  on  toward  the  lirakes. 

Tliat  is  how  he  I)eeame  an  outLiw. 

In  tlie  vast  Croton  hr.kcs  were  seoi-es  such 
as  he.     Some  of  them  were  o-nnvn  ohi  and 
hoary,  and  tliey  hore  many  hrajids.     A  few 
liad  no  hrands.     All  had  run  wild  for  years, 
and  round-ups  were  thinos  of  the  lono-  .,00' 
So  shy  were  they  that  it  was  as  dilHeult  for  a 
man  to  approach  them  as  to  stalk  a  herd  of 
anteloi)e.     They  kept  in  ha,uls  of  five  and  six, 
and  did  anythino-  come  near  which  one  did  not 
understand,  tiiey  were  off  like  deer. 

Tlie  red-and-'.vhite  took  to  the  iilV  as  his  hirth- 
nVht.  S»)niewlKre  in  Iiiin  ran  a  strain  that 
drove  resistlcssly  to  solitude  and  the  wilds; 
«yi'I  lie  was  happy.  More  than  once  he  had  to 
fi-ht,  hut  he  jmssesscd  an  unhoatahle  temper 
and  had  a  world  of  craft  to  direct  his  ability 
'".d  colossal  stren<rll,,  so  that  he  came  from  his 
battles  with  hlood-drii)pinu  horns  held  hi^h  and 
proudly. 
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Rou^^li  and  torn  and  forbiddincr  were  the 
bnikes-milcs  on  miles  of  red-walled  canons, 
of  scrub  cedar  and  sand-rock— but  the  feed- 
ing  was  good  for  so  few  when  one  knew  the 
best  places,  an.l  the  outlaw  waxed  ever 
stronger.     His  horns  spread,  too. 

Five  years  sped  by  and  the  outlaw  fouglit  his 
way  to  kingship. 

On  a  December  day  he  was  startled  bv  the 
noise  of  firing.     Such  sounds  he    luid    never 
lieard.     It  was  not  the  snai)py,  sharj)  report  of 
the    six-shooter,    but    louder    and    of    heavier 
inetal.     Suddenly    fear    took    Iiojd    of    I,im. 
Tlieie  was  a  hunt  on— a  hunt  of  outlaws.     The 
J'orns  of   the   free  steers   would    bring    liigh 
prices,  and  once  in  a  generation  a    party    of 
punchers  came  thus  with  riHes  to  gather  them. 
C'ome-a-Scven  let  out  a  bellow  and  tore  away 
at  the  head  of  his  lollowers. 

It  was  a  tcMible  day  for  the  outlaws  of  the 
Croto.i  brakes.  AVhen  (he  bunch  that  trailed 
behind  the  red-and-white   ,pl[\.  and  scattered, 
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the  c'liase  (k'\el()})ecl  into  mad,  individual  con- 
tests of  speed.  The  outlaw  could  run ;  the  way 
Conie-a-Seven  traveled  \vould  have  made  an 
ordinary  ranire  steer  look  Hke  a  mulev  cow. 
Ui)  and  down  sheer  bhifl's  that  a])peared  too 
steep  to  climb,  he  ran;  and  cliffs  seemed  to 
be  highways  to  him.  But,  behind,  a  rider 
spurred  tenaciously,  steadily  diminishing  the 
distance  that  separated  them,  holding  his  fire 
until  he  could  be  sure  of  this  glorious  prize. 
Up  came  the  rifle — but  it  never  sent  forth  its 
leaden  messenger. 

"Gee  whiz,  if  it  ain't  ol'  Come-a-Scven!" 
cried  Steve.  "Git  a-going,  boy,  and  keep  her 
up!     Whoopee!" 

With  a  final  spurt  and  shout  the  veteran 
puncher  wheeled  and  came  to  a  standstill,  re- 
garding the  smasliing  run  of  the  big  steer  with 
a  smile  of  admiration.  The  red-aml-white 
was  already  disappearing  in  the  distance,  far, 
I'ar  away  from  all  furtlier  danger  of  pursuit, 
his  tail  held  high,  liis  head  swaying.     Steve 
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watched  him  until  he  topped  a  rise  and  disap- 
peared. He  had  lost  a  goodly  prize;  hut  he 
was  content.  He  chuckled  as  he  recalled  the 
steer's  past  misdeeds  on  the  hed-ground. 

The  outlaw  went  back  to  his  remotest  fast- 
nesses. He  may  be  there  yet,  boss  of  the  Cro- 
ton  brakes. 
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A  PANTHER'S  scream  split  the  whine 
of  the  M'ind  and  Shiela  reared  herself 
in  front  of  the  fire,  her  hody  retched 
by  an  answering  challenge. 

"Shee-la,"  her  master  rebuked.  "Lie  down, 
girl." 

The  wolfhound  sank  to  the  floor  with  a  re- 
luctant flop,  but  the  hairs  on  her  neck  and 
along  her  spine  bristled  still.  She  continued 
to  rumble. 

There  were  four  men  playing  at  cards  in 

the  bunkhouse.     Cold  weather  had  set  in  and 

the  Tumbling  H  outfit  were  eating  out  thei 

hearts  in  winter  camps.     ITcre  at  headquarters, 

the  range  boss,  wagon  boss,  blacksmith  and 

cook  played  half  tlie    day    at    scven-up    ;uid 

pitch;  and  listened  to  IMit's  varying  accounts 
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of  high  life  in  the  East,  as  he  had  plumbed  it 
in  Fort  Worth;  and  raved  at  the  climate  and 
cursed  petty  annoyances  with  the  savage  irri- 
tability of  full-blooded  men  lacking  enough  to 
do. 

"Hark  to  that  ol'  wind,"  mourned  the  wagon 
boss— he  was  fifty  and  considered  fourteen 
hours  a  day  in  the  saddle  mere  child's  play — 
"It  was  sixty-six  above  this  morning,  and  now 
it's  zero.     Xo  wonder  a  man  cain't  be  healthy." 

The  others  nodded  gravely  and  the  cook 
shulHed  the  cards. 

"It's  a  wonder,  Steve,"  he  observed,  "that 
you  don't — my  deal? — you  don't  try  that  dog 
in  wolf  huntin'.  Not  by  herself,  but  with  a 
bunch  of  'em." 

"W'ait  till  she's  used  to  the  country  and  has 
got  her  growth.     Then  you'll  see." 

3Iit  remarked  that  he  referred,  of  course,  to 
the  hunting  of  coyotes,  which  prompted  a 
passionate  declaration  from  the  wagon  boss 
tiial  the  range  ought  to  be  cleared  of  these 
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pests.  Tlicy  killed  too  many  calves  in  bad 
years:  poison  'cm,  he  urged.  Xobody  opposed 
ohjection  and  they  went  on  with  the  game. 
Then  from  the  mouth  of  the  canon  came  to  the 
ears  of  the  players  the  vibrant  cry  of  the  lobo. 
Riglit  upon  it  broke  Shiela's  roar  of  defiance, 
and  the  beast  was  at  the  door  in  a  bound, 
whimpering  frenziedly,  her  terrible  teeth 
bared.  Beside  her,  his  head  three  inches  short 
of  Shiela's  breast,  Friday  stiffened  in  sympa- 
thetic rage,  his  stubby  tail  w^agging.  He 
raised  a  shrill  treble  bark. 

"Down,  Shee-la!  Down,  girl."  Running 
from  the  table,  O'Donnell  led  her  back  to  the 
fire. 

"Friday,  vou  come  liere,"  the  blacksmith 
cried.  "Fay  down  under  the  table,  and  don't 
you  go  for  to  move!" 

Not  to  cattle-browsed  stretches  of  prairie 
land  had  Shiela  been  reared,  nor  to  vast  sweep 
of  hills  and  mesquite-flecked  valleys,  and  of 
torn,  brick-red  sandstone  and  tortuous,  dry; 
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rivcr-bcfls.  She  was  a  stranger  in  a  strange 
land,  and  her  new  kingdom  struck  to  the  roots 
of  her  nature.  I'ar  as  she  could  wander  in  a 
frivolous  all-day  rabbit  hunt  with  Friday  was 
no  sign  of  human  habitation;  and  beyond  that, 
away  to  the  pale-blue  line  that  must  surely  be 
the  rim  of  all  things,— full  sixty  miles,— no 
handiwork  of  man  was  visible.  Here  was  an 
unspoiled  empire,  and  her  master  was  the  au- 
tocrat. For  the  first  time  in  her  life  the  wolf- 
hound drew  the  breath  of  unrestrained  liberty, 
chafed  hotly  to  the  tang  of  the  air,  cast  about 
and  trailed  wild  creatures  wl  e  taint  stirred 
her  to  mad  longings  for  the  chase  and  a  light. 
How  eah  one  tell  of  Shiela's  beauty?  A 
great  animal  and  a  wonderful— light  fawn  in 
color,  with  a  shaggy  coat.  Her  eyes  were  in 
general  gentle  said  melting.  But  it  must  be 
cojifessed  that  her  proportions  did  not  fit 
Shiela  to  be  a  comfort  about  the  !iome,  for  she 
weighed  a  hundred  and  eighteen  pounds  and 
could  not  go  under  the  tallest  table  without 
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stooping.     As  sIh'  ahvnys  foro-ot  t(»  stoop,  her 
progress  Miis  I'rauglit  '.vitli  exeiteiiK'nt. 

On  the  (hiy  followini'-  h  r  urri-  al,  tlie  eook 
serainbled  oul  ol'  hed  Ion;';  bcl'orc  siiiui])  lo  as- 
certain Avliat  manner  oi'  iihot  eoiild  he  knock- 
ing- on  [hv  door  in  this  (kscrted  region.  Man 
ahve,  why  conldn't  they  walk  in:*  Sliiehi 
leaped  on  h.ini  lo  1)e  fondk-d — tlie  woli'honnd 
liad  been  wagging  her  tail  against  the  door  as 
she  hiy  across  the  thre-^hold. 

*'Ef  I  was  you."  Mit  s"[xgested  civilly,  "I'd 
lay  out  on  the  range  where  you'd  have  loom  lo 
move  round,  (iit  a  nice  big  buHe  .al  to  your- 
.self." 

ller  heart  and  her  courage  were  ])ig  as  lier 
body.  Following  O'Doiineil  on  a  day  when  he 
fared  to  Slinking  Water,  (jiiite  by  accident  she 
roused  up  a  loafer  in  tlu-  canon.  Shiela  (lew 
in  pursuit,  deal'  to  O'Donncir.s  fiantic  cotn- 
maiids  to  come  back.  And  when  the  wolf 
turfud  lierccly  al  bay  lo  |)il  her  uiight  against 
this  daring  hunlcr.  a    huiidre«l    and    i  ighlccn 
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])()niu]s  of  (launtloss  pluck  lannclicd  itself  at 
her  iicc'k  like  a  holt  from  a  storni-c-Ioud. 
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cireliim-  for  a  shot.     "She's  a  ;;oiier,  sure. 


Had  the  uoli'honnti  l.e(.i 


1    moi'e    warv,    she 


would  lia\e  I'ared  hetler.  She  could  not  have 
slain  her  foe;  ilie  do^-  docs  not  hrcathe  that 
can  ^o  to  tiic  dcalh-^ra})i)lc  with  a  loafer  wolf 
ii<  the  flush  of  his  sfrcnL;lIi:  and  Shicla  knew 
neither  the  ania/in<^  (juickness  of  the  wild,  nor 
how  to  ^iiard  a^'ainst  those  slashing-  counter- 
attacks. 'I'Ik'  loho  could  dod^c  and  rip  simul- 
taneously, usini^  her  jaws  from  any  dii'cction. 
Kvcn  wiien  hnulcd  over  hy  the  hound's  un- 
I'cciioninn'  rush,  she  tor-c  Shiela's  throat  with  a 
hackwai'd  thrust  of  her  inu/zlc  and  was  {''-vc 
in  a  iwinklm^'.  Hatily  cut  in  several  places, 
da/td  hy  the  speed  of  the  comhat.  the  wolf- 
hound was  soo!i  foici'd  to  !(  I  her  ^o. 

Shicia  and  l"'riday  w.  ^v  last  friends,  alheit 
the  dixei'sity  of  diniei'sions  was  pioduclixc  of 
intciiniltrit  rancor.      It  \\a,  I'riday's  wont  to 
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rnsli  al  lier  fiercely,  to  seize  one  powerful  leg 
ill  h's  mouth  and  worry  it,  wliercat  Shiela 
woul(i  hit  him  a  playful  })at  that  sent  him  rcel- 
in<4-  ten  yards.  lUit  Friday  came  of  a  staunch 
hreed,  and  he  returned  to  the  sjKirt  nnain  and 
as'-.'un.  Often  the  \volfhoun(l  would  stretch 
herself  out  on  the  ground,  and  thus  recumhcnt, 
the  fox-terrior  could  almost  reach  her  head. 
()\cr  Shiela  would  roll,  lyin<»'  on  hei"  i)ack  with 
le<4S  in  the  air,  while  Friday  snorted  and 
grunted  \alorously  as  he  shook  her  hy  the 
throat  or  the  ear.  But  the  fui'  always  ended 
in  the  same  way:  a  clumsy  hlow  would  catch 
Friday  full  on  Ilk  head  and  he  would  dash  off 
to  his  master  with  erics  of  j)ain. 

"Steve  oughtn't  for  to  keej)  her  round  hcad- 
(juarters,"  the  idacksmith  remonstrated  to 
Dick.  "She's  shore  too  hig.  Fore  li'l  Friday! 
^Vhen  she  gits  into  my  shoj),  Dick,  1  swan  her 
ol'  tail  is  like  to  send  m\  tools  Hying  which- 
wavs."' 

"\Vhere"<l  he    keeji    lu  r,    then:'     He   cain't 
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lurn  her  out  on  the  raiitjfc  to  eat  grass,"  sneered 
Diek. 

The  blacksmith  was  silenced,  but  there  was 
born  in  him  a  dislike  of  the  hound.  It  hap- 
pened that,  when  next  the  terrier  canie  yelping 
from  play,  O'Donnell  had  ridden  off  to  a 
tank.  The  blacksmith  issued  from  the  slioj) 
and  hurled  a  bolt  at  Shiela.  She  dodged,  but 
did  not  run,  and  the  bristles  on  her  neck  stiif- 
ened  in  warning. 

Aside  from  the  manager,  who  sj)ent  much  of 
the  year  with  his  family  in  Denver,  the  black- 
smith was  the  only  fiiarried  man  with  the 
Tund)llng  II  outfit.  lie  iiad  a  son  three  years 
of  age.  Oscar  was  the  child's  name, — a 
sturdy,  ruddv-cheeked  vounyster  he  was— 
and  I'rom  the  outset  he  was  the  apj)lc  of  Shiela's 
eye.  The  boy  could  pull  her  ears  or  tail  with 
absolute  imj)unity,  and  into  the  yawning  cav- 
ity she  would  open  to  iiis  teasing,  he  would 
thrust  a  chubby  fist. 

"Oscar!     Oscar!     My     baby,     don't,"     his 
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mother  would  n  y.  I?ut  Shiela  was  intitiitely 
Under  \\\\..  liiin.  :iiul  the  two  would  roll  on  tlic 
around  in  a  li-lit  embrace,  while  the  child 
tliunii)ed  a  hiilno  'Ui  the  woll'houncrs  ribs. 

It  bifell  on  a  niornin*^  that  they  indul^icd  in 
this  i'rolic  until  hotli  were  in  a  state  of  un- 
l)iidled  excit!  nit  .  Crowino-  with  delight,  the 
l)al)v  sia;:>\L;er(<l  io  his  I'eet  and  tiird  to  l)utt 
Siiiela  Avilh  his  liead.  Forgettinii,'  for  a  frac- 
tion of  finu'  h'--v  franih'  was  this  cherished 
morsel  ol'  humanity,  the  wolfhound  struck  out 
joyously  with  h-.  r  paw.  howlin^i;  him  over  like 
a  ninepin.  As  he  went  backward,  the  boy  es- 
sayed to  break  his  fall  on  the  ground  by  thrust- 
ing (iut  his  K  11  aim;  it  doubled  untler  him  and 
snapped  at  the  elbow. 

A  single  wailing  cry  brought  his  father  run- 
ning from  the  smithy.  Oscar  lay  whlle-l'aced, 
tlie  woUhoiind  nosing  him  eagerly  in  an  en- 
deavor to  stir  the  bal)y  !o  a  resumption  ol*  jilay. 
Flinging  u  curse  at  tlie  dog,  the  blacksmith 
picked  up  his  son  and  carried  him  to  his  mother. 
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Ten  iiiimitcs  jiasscd,  v.  hicli  Shiela  .sj)cnt  in  vain 
efforts  to  ascertain  what  kept  litr  playmate 
from  her,  and  l\\'h  eniern-ed  from  tlic  bunk- 
honse  with  a  shotgun.  The  <iuick-sensing 
Siiiehi  (]isapi)eare(i  without  further  ado  around 
a  corner  of  tlie  sadiUc-shed;  l)ut.  as  the  hhick- 
smitli  followed  on  a  run,  ODonnclfs  voice 
stayeii  him. 

'•What're  you  doino'  with  that  oun,  Peck?" 


sear's  aim,  and  I  ai 
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"Shiela  done  broke  () 
to  git  even— that's  Mhat, 

"Don't  he  a  i'ool!"'  the  boss  cried  sharply, 

Peck  faced  him,  his  lips  twitching. 

"I  may  do  nion-'ii  shoot  a  bifdi,  Steve," 
said,  and  his  voice  Asas  calm  now. 

"Von  don'l  mean  thai.  IVck.'  The  range 
boss  continued  to  advance,  his  eyes  on  the 
{ rouhlcd  eyes  of  t  hr  blacksmith.  "Shcc-la  and 
little  Oscar  luive  always  been  friends.  Didn't 
she  pull  him  out  of  the  creek  oidv  htst  week? 


She  couldni   have  smashed  his  ati 

])osc.      Yon  can't  blame  ;i  dog  for  an  accident. 


II   on  j>ur- 
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The  blacksmith  cursed  Shiehi  to  the  cinht- 
icth  generation;  but  O'Donnell  smiled  and 
tapjjcd  the  barrel  of  the  gun  with  his  fore- 
finger. There  would  be  no  shooting  of  man  or 
dog  now,  he  knew. 

"Put  it  away.  Peck.  We'll  forget  all  about 
it.  I'll  ride  over  to  Deadeye  anil  bring  the 
doctor  myself." 

The  blacksmith  wavered  and  obeyed. 

Little  Oscar  was  soon  able  to  toddle  about, 
with  his  arm  in  a  cast  and  a  sling.  But  Peck's 
dislike  tVr  the  hound  grew  to  hate.  In  the 
short  winter  days  and  long  winter  nights  he 
watched  and  brooded,  waiting  for  an  oppor- 
tunity to  make  her  sulfer.  His  hostility  to  the 
soft-eyed,  att'ectionate  Shiela  took  the  I'orm  of 
an  intense  nervous  sensibility  to  her  every 
movement"  one  sees  ])recisely  the  same  symp- 
toms in  persons  who  aie  unhappily  cooped  up 
for  any  length  of  time.  Soon  the  bigness  of 
the  animal  gi'aled  (Ui  hl^  nerves,  so  that  what- 
ever she  did  excited  in    him    childish    spleen. 
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Even  Miien  Sliiela  ale.  Peck  could  not  look  at 
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her   niagniticcnt   satisfaction   without 
into  a  paroxysm  of  loathing. 

Once  he  spread  pieces  of  meat  cunningly 
ahoiit  the  saddle-shed  where  she  was  wont  to 
loll  while  the  child  slept  in  the  afternoons. 
Shieia  espied  and  swallowed  these  tidhits  with 
much  relish,  and  stalked  away  to  get  a  drink, 
feeling  unaccountably  thirst  v.  There  w  iS  no 
water  in  the  trough;  and  that  saved  her  life. 
Soon  a  tremor  came  ui)on  the  wolfhound,  so 
that  she  swayed  uncertainly,  her  nose  close  to 
the  ground,  froth  slathering  her  muzzle. 

At  this  moment  Oscar  rocketed  from  the 
bunkhouse  at  his  usu;  ungainly  gallop.  The 
l)oy  knew  exactly  what  to  do.  Had  he  not  en- 
dured agony,  too!"  There  was  only  one  sure 
remedy  for  belly-pains,  and  it  stood  on  a  shelf 
in  the  kitchen — he  never  ])assed  the  shelf  with- 
out a  certain  creeping  of  the  flesh.  How  he 
forced  castc^r  oil  upon  llie  il  iw  is  (nic  i-.f  those 
modem  miracles  that  are  wrought   for  babes 
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and  tlic  Incl)riatc(].  A I  any  rate,  with  only 
one  arm  I'ree,  he  achiiinistered  a  ;>lori()us  dose, 
and,  feehn^'  I'nll  of  pity  for  the  tortures  of 
Avliieh  slie  iminihled  so  weakly,  he  followed  it 
with  (generous  hunks  of  greasy  haeon  purloined 
from  the  l)i<4  I)rown  eroekery  jar  in  the  pantry. 
Shiehi  heeame  violently  ill  and  Oscar  feared 
for  her  life. 

"Diek!  Dick!  She  sick.  Hurry,  oh 
hurry!"     Oscar  ran  to  summon  help. 

Shiela  survived,  and  O'Donnell  devoted  the 
l)etter  ])art  of  a  day  to  imi)assloned  disserta- 
tions on  the  folly  of  leaving'  strychnine  baits 
for  coyotes  round  the  saddle-shed. 

One  e\eninn'  in  mi<lwinter,  the  ranj^e  boss, 
Dick,  the  cook,  and  Peck  sat  in  the  hunkhouse, 
as  usual,  trillin^t,^  with  a  pili'  of  doininos. 
Shiela  lav  do'/.in<i  in  front  of  the  tire.  The 
wolfhound  had  shown  considerable  restlessness 
of  late  and  Dick  had  cautioned  O'Donnell  to 
chain  her  up.  It  came  Mit's  turn  to  play  and, 
as  he    was   ponderously   miiini^-   himself,   the 
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ni^lit  silence  was  rent  by  tlic  linntinn-  cry  of 
the  loafer.  So  near  was  it,  so  savagely  com- 
pelling, that  the  men  sent  the  benches  hack  in 
amaze.  The  effect  on  Shiela  was  extraordi- 
nary. She  was  at  the  door,  scratching  for  her 
liberty,  whining,  tnrning  appealing  eyes  to 
O'Donnell  that  he  should  open. 

Dick  gazed  at  the  range  boss  and  waggled 
his  wise  bald  head.  "You  better  lock  her  up, 
Steve,  or  you'll  shore  lose  that  oF  dog." 

She  was  locked  in  the  smithy  the  next  even- 
ing, and  in  the  morning  the  shed  was  empty. 
O'Donnell  was  positive  that  the  staple  and  chain 
on  the  door  had  been  secure  when  he  left  her 
the  night  before;  yet  now  the  staple  dangled 
free,  with  a  sjjlinter  attaclied.  lleflecting  that 
the  hound's  weight  made  this  feat  possible,  he 
ceased  to  s])eculate;  and  in  the  blacksmith's 
soul  entered  peace.     Shiela  had  iled. 

The  Wednesday  followiug  fell  blustery,  with 
a  bullyin.g  wind,  and  the  range  Imss  sat  late  at 
Iiis  table,  working  over  a  cattle  tally  by  the 
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light  of  a  lantern.  A  timid  scratching  on  the 
door-sill  disturbed  him,  and  he  listened  curi- 
ously. There  it  was  again,  this  time  accom- 
panied by  a  plaintive  whine.  He  reached  the 
handle  in  a  stride. 

"Shee-la!  Shec-la,  old  girl!"  His  glad  cry 
brought  ]Mit  running.  Shiel"  slunk  into  the 
room  and  crossed  to  the  fire,  w'  ich  she  sniffed 
doubtfully  and  then  l.iy  down  in  front  of  it. 
Down  her  throat  and  acr.  ss  her  left  shoulder 
burned  cherry-colored  .-.laMnes.  She  touched 
her  tongue  to  them  and  began  to  clean  her 
soiled  coat,  while  O'Donnell  stood  watching, 
lost  in  wonder.  The  wolfhound  growled  as 
he  moved,  but  he  laughed  affectionately  and 
stooped  to  the  fearfully  lowered  head. 

"So  you've  come  back— like  the  prodigal," 
he  whis])ered.     "Poor.  ]woy  Shee-la!" 

".Mit,"  he  bawled  the  next  instant,  "kill  the 

sjjotted  calf,  or  the  fatted  heifer,  or  whatever 

else  will  do.     She's  hungr\ ." 

Not  being  conversant  with  the  tale  of  the 
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erring  son,  tlie  cook  roared  back  a  request  to 
Steve  to  have  sense — didn't  he  know  there 
wasn't  a  calf  in  the  pen  ? 

"Ering  some  beef,  then,"  lauglied  the 
boss. 

The  animal's  eyes  followed  her  master  fur- 
tively. He  noted  that  flickering  gleam  with  a 
pang — the  fear  and  suspicion  of  the  hunted  in 
it.  So  much  had  three  days  Avith  the  wild 
linked  up  the  slack  chain  of  her  blood  tie. 
Then  presently  she  licked  his  hand,  and  the 
look  that  answered  liis  was  soft  and  appealing 
as  of  old. 

"Here's  enough  to  choke  her,"  announced 
M't  cheerily,  entering  with  a  slab  of  beef. 

The  hound  sprang  at  him  and  the  cook,  tak- 
ing no  chances,  hurled  the  raw  meat  into  the 
air.  She  caught  it  as  it  touched  the  floor  and 
tore  into  it  with  the  desperate  zest  oi  the 
famished. 

Tlie  days  drifted  one  into  another,  and  the 

Tumbling  II  men  rose  and  ate  and  slept,  and 
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rose  aimiii,  w'licli  is  llie  sn^ii  of  manv  lives. 
Of  work  there  conld  be  little  imtil  the  spring 
rains  fell.  AVou.d  Ihc  go(Kl  days  of  the 
roundii])  iKver  come;*  Oh,  tlie  sweltering 
hours  in  the  saddle,  and  the  hellowings  of 
mighty  herds,  and  the  ehoking  dust  of  the 
corrals  in  branding! 

Shiela  was  earefully  guarded.  In  the  first 
of  the  niiltl  weather  she  eontributed  to  the 
busthng  cheer  oi'  tlie  bunkhouse  a  litter  of  four 
lusty  pups.  It  was  as  much  as  a  man's  life 
was  worth  to  go  nearer  than  six  feet  to  the 
tugging  little  rascals;  but  the  l)oy  Ost  ar,  who 
iVul  not  know  this,  proceeded  cahnly  to  ins])eet 
and  caress  them.  The  mother  flared  in  a  sud- 
den, ([uaping  rage,  but  instantly  sank  back  and 
became  reconciled  to  the  exteirt  of  ])ermitting 
the  l)aby,  (piite  undaunted  by  his  first  rccei)- 
tion,  to  stroke  her  progeny  witii  his  j)udgy 
hands.     Slie  ^vatchcd  him  jealously. 

Summer   rushed   upon   the    land,    and    tlie 
Tumbling  II  outfit  got  to  iiorse  and  rode  forth. 
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In  Xovembcr  O'Donnell  sliipjjed  seven  thou- 
sand head  o['  steers  to  help  stay  the  world's 
maw,  and  in  Deeember  there  were  four  men 
playing  at  cards  anain  in  the  hunkhousc. 

"Steve," — the  cook  cleared  his  throat  as  he 
riffled  the  cards, — "is  it  my  deal?  Shore. 
Say,  Steve,  one  of  Shiela's  pups  is  k'^ling 
chickens.  ITeM  'a  got  a  turkey  loo,  only  I 
done  seen  him." 

"Yoii  ought  for  to  have  killetl  em  all  when 
they  were  teeny  pups,  Steve,"  broke  in  the 
blacksmith.  "What  was  the  use  of  keeping 
two?  Anyone  kin  see  they're  more  wolf  than 
dog." 

"It's  your  play,"  the  boss  said  evenly. 

Shiela  had  the  run  of  (juart^rs,  but  her 
broad- jowled,  heavy-shouldered  pups  were 
chained  in  the  smithy.  .Just  Mhat  to  do  with 
them  was  a  problem.  Shiela  \u  :\  exhibited  no 
special  affection  since  they  were  weaned,  and  it 
needed  only  the  merest  ghuiee  to  detect  the  bar 
sinister.     Had  only  the  eyes  been  visible,  there 
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was  that  in  tlicir  glint  which  '  lycd  the  wolf. 
Yet,  in  the  tawny  coats  and  a  certain  lithe 
spring  in  gatlicring  for  a  stride,  the  yonng- 
sters  favorefi  tlieir  mother. 

A  loafer  wolf  made  a  foray  from  the  canon 
on  a  Sni'.day  nighl,  when  the  range  hoss  and 
31  it  played  seven-up  and  tlie  lihicksmith  poi- 
sor.Ld  life  with  a  concertina,     lie  killed  a  milch- 
pen  calf  close  to  lieadipiarters;  yet   so   silent 
A\as  the  ri-id  that  the  men  heard  nothing  of  it, 
though  Shiela  cried  protests  to   he   gone   and 
growled  at  intervals.      In  the  smithy  the  i)iips 
bayed   (lee[)-voiccd    greetings.     They    leaped 
and  snai)ped  their  teeth,  and  gnawed  and  raved 
to  he  free.     Forgetting  that    O'Donnell   had 
nnchained  them,  Dick  went  to  the  door  to  still 
the    hnites.     They    hurled    themselves    over 
him. 

"  Here's  where  the  trouble  starts,  Shee-h;,'* 
observed  her  master  dubiousl\.  She  wagged 
jur  tail  Mtid  Iw-kcd  up  nl  hiii;  in  curiosity,  for 
she  liad  practically  forgotten  the  pvjjs. 
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It  was  a  bitter  winter,  and  the  cattle  sick- 
ened and  died  in  hundreds.  The  men  rode 
ran^^e  in  all  weathers,  setting  out  oil-cake  and 
salt;  hut  what  help  could  he  given  to  thirty 
thousand  head^  Carrion  waxed  fat.  And 
then,  one  day  in  Deadeye,  whither  he  had 
journeyed  for  suijplies  at  the  first  hint  of 
si)ring,  the  i-ange  h'lss  stunihled  on  a  strange 
tale.  The  wolves  were  out,  ht)ider  and 
stroiv^'cr  than  they  had  been  in  a  gir.eration. 
They  were  making  no  stealthy,  lone  hunts,  -a 
swift  lea])  from  the  dark  upon  a  helpless 
thing,  and  then  th.e  gorge,  -hut  wag^d  an  al- 
most syslcniatic  war  of  pillage.  The  leader 
was  a  shaggy  veteran  of  soci-kled  gray  that  ran 
with  a  limj);  and  with  him  the  men  of  Dead- 
eye  !io]!i'd  Ihoy  might  perish  hon-it»ly  utic  Ihi-. 
not  so  with  him  there  ran  t\-. o  fawn-colored 
wolves  !ik(  no  loix)  of  the  west  country.  Tliey 
were,  perhaps,  shghtly  shorlir  than  a  cow- 
horse;  thai  is.  of  course,  a  strong  roping  horse, 
not  a  stunted  ])ony. 
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"Shee-la.  vou've  siirelv  done  it  now,"  O'Don- 
ncll  told  hov  with  a  sigh.  She  tliriist  her  moist 
muzzle  into  liis  hand  to  Ik.'  petted 

In  less  than  seven  days'  time  Padden  re- 
ported from  a  division  eamp  that  he  liad  eome 
on  the  eareass  of  a  f'riishly  killed  heifer  near 
a  salt  trough.  The  wolves  had  liamstniP';  ^'le 
])oor  hrule  and  had  fallen  to  their  grim  feast 
he  fore  life  was  extijict,  he  thought;  whieh  is 
not  untisual.  O'Donnell  vowed  a  war  of  ex- 
termination. 

The  mail-earrier  came  upon  the  paek  cast- 
ing aliout  heside  the  trail,  at  fault  in  rumiing 
an  antelope.  They  let  him  api)roaeli  within 
two  hundred  yards,  gazing  insolently,  then 
Ihlted  swiftly  through  a  jungle  of  mes(iuite 
ti'ee«>.  Ilis  story  was  that  heside  tlie  wily  gray 
seoundrel  that  led,  raced  two  Inll  creatures, 
hiilt  \\(»!f,  half  dog,  whieh  ran  with  a  long, 
springy  stride  foreign  t;    loho  locomolio?!. 

"It's  .Shiela's  jMips,"  'lir  hlaeksmilh  ex- 
claimed \enonious!y,  \\h<?i  Hie  mail-carrier  re- 
lated thih  experience  at  d Inner. 
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"Yes,  they're  Slice-la's  pups,"  O'Donnell  ad- 
mitted; and,  "Poor  Shee-la!"  he  said.  Then 
raising  his  voice  with  decision: 

".Johnson,  vou  tell  them  in  Deadeye  that  I'll 
give  fifty  dollars  each  for  those  pups,  and 
fifty  for  the  old  gray  fellow.  Put  up  a  notice 
in  the  post-office.  Or — wait,  I'll  write  one  for 
you. 

The  result  of  this  i)lacard  was  an  egress  from 
Deadeye  of  eight  amhitious  hunters,  who  went 
their  several  wavs,  wishful  to  earn  two  months' 
pay  hy  a  lucky  shot.  They  straggled  hack 
cmpiy-handcd  at  the  end  of  a  week.  While 
they  wcr'j  thus  engaged,  the  pack  ranged  wide. 
They  killed  at  CYnlar  Creek,  but  were  com- 
pelled to  ahaiulon  their  prey,  and  slew  again 
before  daylight  on  a  nest<  "'s  place  on  the  out- 
skirls  of  Deadeye.  Here,  too,  they  let  the  life 
out  of  an  interfering  collie.  Long  inununity 
had  made  them  contemptuous- or  was  it  that 
they  gave  ear  to  the  counsels  ol'  man-raised 
males:'  They  raided  the  'fumbling  II  head- 
quarters in  quest  of  cei'ain  turkeys  that  were 
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Mil's  solace  in  dark  days,  and  from  arrhuscade 
the  cook  slew  his  fiiicsl  gobhler  with  buckshot, 
ill  a  berserker  effort  to  shoot  ciie  lissome  ma- 
rauder. 

Shiela  and  Friday  led  uneventful  11 -es  amid 
all  this  harrying  and  turmoil  of  pursuit.  Tiiey 
frisked  and  wrestled  on  the  baked,  cracked 
ground,  or  basked  in  the  son  until  it  ,tj  .  w  too 
hot  and  the  ilies  becauK  inbearrMe  in  attack, 
when  they  would  slouch  to  he  co(.l  of  the 
long  bunk-room.  Shiela  had  forgotten  all 
about  her  degenerate  oft'-pring,  and  lield  her- 
self fearlessly    and   with  pride   as  an  honest 

dog. 

3Iore  than  once  .she  and  the  terrier  took 
jaunts  over  the  l.)W  hills  toward  the  canon,  in 
spite  of  the  watch  on  her  goings-out.  '  I  might 
be  a  rabl)it  they  pursued,  or  ?he  zig/agging 
trail  nf  a  coyote;  or  it  might  1)'-  that  rare  scent, 
the  antelope's.  One  all;  rnoon  Ihcy  disported 
themselves,  chusing  some  half-wild  hogs  that 
roamed  the  range. 
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A  long-snouted  porker  of  tender  years  was 
rooting  about  a  patch  of  bear-grass,  Avhcn 
suddenly  he  eockcd  Ills  Impudent  nose  and  ap- 
peared to  hsten  intently.  Shiela  and  Friday 
stopped  short  in  a  game  of  tag,  to  watch.  The 
pig  did  not  turn  his  head,  but  continued  to 
stand  at  attention,  his  ears  twitching.  What 
could  it  mean?  Shiela  crept  closer.  With  a 
S})eed  that  left  Iier  dumbfounded,  the  pig 
si)rang  sidewise  on  to  a  spot  his  glance  had 
certainly  not  been  regarding,  and  simulta- 
neou5,ly  tore  with  his  jaws  at  a  writhing,  carth- 
colorcd  coil.  Shiela  drew  off  resj)ectfully  and 
in  trepidation,  wliile  he  devoured  his  victim 
with  beautiful  hog  voracity.  It  v/as  the 
dreaded  rattler,  which  he  had  killed  with  two 
lightning  strokes  of  forefeet  and  jaws. 

So  the  days  j):)ssed. 

In  the  meantime,  O'Donnell  had  other  things 
than  Shiela  or  w()!\es  to  think  about.  The 
manager  had  resigned,  and  the  boss  added  to 
the  suj)erintendence  of  tlie  active  work  of  the 


THE    UNTAMED 

range,    tlie   coiuluft    of   the   ItiisiiRss   of   the 
Tumbling  II  company,  the  sale  and  the  ship- 
T,;,w,.  of  Tu'i>''J''><»II  cnttle.     lie  wasanenthu- 
siast  on  improving  the  breed  of  his  cattle  and 
horses;  and  his  anger  was  deep,  therefore,  when 
late  in  the  autumn  his  men  found  the  remains  of 
a  young  stallion.     He  was  a  splendid  beast,  but 
newly  come  from  Kentucky,  and  ignorant  of 
perils  and  the  necessity  for  perpetual  vigilance. 
Apparently  he  had  been  cut  out  from  the  band 
he  lorded  it  over, — sheer  foolhardiness,  this — 
and,  alone  in  the  battle  against  heavy  odds,  had 
been  pulled  down.     That  he  died  full  of  fight 
was  suflieiently  evident:  the  l)attered  body  of 
an  exceptionally  large  young  wolf  lay  on  the 
ground  beside  his  own. 

Shiela  stiii!"ed  at  the  carcass  of  this  creature, 
then  moved  away  unconcernedly,  circling  for 
another  scent;  but  the  iiide  caught  O'DonneU's 
traze  and  held  it.  The  coat  was  of  a  peculiar 
tawny  hue,  running  in  sjjots  to  red.  There  was 
sometiiing  in  the  lines  of  the  body  and  legs  that 
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struck  a  reminiscent  diord  in  liis  memory.  Tie 
•jflanced  from  it  to  Sliicla,  turning  the  body 
over  with  his  foot. 

"If  tliat  isn't  one  of  your  litter,  old  girl,  I'm 
nmch  mistaken,"  he  said. 

Shiela,  then,  must  atone.  With  all  the  dogs 
of  Deadcye  to  help,  she  should  hunt  these  hold 
ravagers.  Hers  was  the  crime:  hers  must  be 
the  expiation,  even  at  the  cost  of  life. 

"Well,  old  girl,"  he  said,  as  he  ambled  away 
from  head(|uarters  three  days  later,  with  Shiela 
beside  him,  "here's  your  tme  chance  to  wij)e 
out  your  little  slip.  A  lot  of  us  humans 
don't  get  that,  my  lady.  So  go  to  it  and  clear 
vour  name.  Shee-la." 

There  were  twenty-five  dogs  on  hand  at  the 
rendezvous,  about  thirteen  more  than  were 
needed,  and  they  ranged  from  bloodlioundsand 
greyhounds  to  a  whee/y  water-spaniel,  which 
thought  he  knew  a  scent  when  he  struck  it,  and 
whose  master  fondled  the  same  delusion  of 
him.     His  presence  led  t)  a  dispute  at  the  oul- 
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set,  because  the  s]>anlel  i)eti>iste(l  In  iiiessi!"^ 
about  and  imi<4L;!ii<^'  a  trail,  and  bis  owner  pig- 
headedlv  abetted  him.  The  owner  was  set  in 
argnnient,  and  carried  a  long',  sniooth-l)orc 
rifle.  IIo\\e\er,  bolli  were  ])ersuaded  to  go 
home,  quite  conviiiccd  that  spiteful  jealousy 
was  at  the  l)()ltoni  ol'  this  attitude. 

"So  that's  Sliielaf  ([ucried  a  Gourd 
2)uneher.  "I  reckon  you  ought  tf)  kill  her, 
O'Donnell.  It's  her  pup  and  his  father  what's 
raising  all  the  hell.  She  might  run  away  ag'in 
and—" 

"She's  my  dog,  Joe,"  the  boss  cut  in. 

Hard  upon  his  words,  old  Rags  gave  tongue 
and  went  away  on  a  warm  scent.  Luck  \vas 
with  the  hunters.  Within  two  miles  the  dogs 
were  running  free,  their  noses  in  the  air,  mak- 
ing the  ridges  ring  to  their  eager  yel[)ing;  and 
a  woir,  a  tawny,  Iimi)er-limbcd  woU',  smashed 
through  a  tangle  of  weeds  and  briars  at  the 
liead  of  a  guleh  and  streaked  across  the  open 
country.     The  pack  laid  lliLmselves  out  in  pur- 
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suit,  Shiela  and  the  grcyliounds  running  si- 
lently. 

The  wolfhound  was  well  np  witli  tlie  lead- 
ers. A  do/en  strides  would  have  hrouyht  the 
(liiarry  to  hay,  when  a  speekled  gray  shajie 
burst  into  view  beneath  her  feet  and  departed 
at  a  tangent  to  her  line  of  running,  heading 
i'or  a  shallow  draw.  Shiela  and  one  greyhound 
swerved  and  dashed  after  him.  The  others  of 
the  pack  kept  on  heliind  tlie  flagging  fugitive. 

Everything  nas  against  the  gray.  He  was 
old,  and  the  combats  and  the  hunts  of  years 
had  stiffened  his  muscles.  He  was  full  fed 
and  heavy;  slunil)cring,  he  had  bhmdered  hito 
the  eliase  when  he  could  have  lain  low.  The 
two  silent  things  behind  carried  in  their  sinewy 
bodies  the  speed  and  stamina  of  generations  of 
dogs  whose  special  business  in  life  it  had  been 
to  run.  A  wall  of  eartli  faced  them,  the  bank 
of  a  dried  stream,  and  he  must  scale  it  in  his 
flight.  Well  he  knew  that  the  race  was  over. 
He  must  light,  and  as  well  here  as  elsewhere. 
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When  It  coir^es  to  the  last  est  of  courage,  the 
khig  of  wolves  is  hulecJ  a  king. 

A  rapid  glance  over  his  shoulder  showed 
liim  the  greyhound  almost  at  his  flank.  He 
reached  the  hank  liy  a  desperate  spurt,  whirled, 
and  with  oiK'  rending  stroke,  cast  hack  the  first 
pursuer,  coughing  in  the  throes  of  death.  l)Ut 
the  shock  of  the  charge  shook  him  for  an  in- 
stant and  in  that  fraction  of  time  he  was  un- 
])repared  to  withstand  the  crushing  velocity 
of  Shiela's  onslaught.  On  his  hind  legs,  his 
worn  i'angs  gleaming,  he  received  her.  She 
went  straight  for  his  ihroat,  and  the  grip  he- 
ing  an  eminently  satisfactory  one,  she  did  not 
release  it. 

To  and  fro  the  hig  gray  dragged  her,  over 
and  over,  tearing  with  his  forefeet  to  pry  her 
off,  snapping  his  wide  jaws  in  futile  efforts  to 
seize  his  enemy.  His  hind  claws  ripped  un- 
availingly  along  the  wolfhound's  sides;  he 
writhed  and  twisted  to  gain  an  inch  of  freedom 
for  his  head — only  an  inch,  and  he  could  reach 
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liei"  slioulder.  Once  only  Shiela  growled,  a 
deep,  ruml)ling  note  of  content.  She  knew 
what  she  had  to  do,  and  she  felt  this  to  he  the 
right  way.  Slowly  her  jaws  tightened  and 
she  hung  to  him  soundlessly.  The  rasping 
snarls  grew  fainter;  the  tremendous  hcavings 
and  lurehings  slackened.  The  old  lord  of  the 
canon  had  made  his  last  fight. 

It  was  O'Donnell  who  drove  her  off. 
Blown  but  triumphant,  he  raced  from  the 
slaughter  of  the  first  ((uarry,  and  gave  a  long 
whistle  of  incredulity  at  sight  of  the  slain. 

"Father  and  son — father  and  son  in  one 
day,"  he  exclaimed.     Then,  "Poor  Shee-la." 

As  they  trotted  cheerily  homeward,  the 
wolfhound  kept  close  to  O'DoiMielTs  horse,  and 
whenever  she  glanced  uj)  at  him,  frisking 
clumsily  the  while,  he  giiimed  down  at  her. 

"\'()u"\e  wiped  out  your  fault,  Shee-la. 
You've  done  more  thati  most,"  he  observed 
seriously,  as  they  neared  the  ranch.  "I 
thouuht  once  I'd  have  to  send  vou  awav.     Or 
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— or  send  you  out  on  the  long  trail."  Shiela 
leaped  playfully  at  liis  horse's  bridle.  "But 
we'll  stick  together.  Only,"  he  drew  a  deep 
breath,  "we'll  take  a  holiday.  We'll  go  back 
—back  home  to  County  Mayo,  old  girl." 
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INIOLLY 

IT  may  be  there  are  persons  who  will  scoff 
at  the  assertion  that  there  is  more  of  senti- 
ment in  a  cow  than  in  any  creature  of  four 
legs  that  walks  the  earth.  Cavilers,  these— 
hard-shelled  individuals  who  look  at  the  gentle 
bovine  through  the  eye  of  commercialism,  not 
•rifted  to  see  beyond  her  barnyard  activities  to- 
ward  the  nourishment  of  mankind.  It  is  rea- 
sonably esta])lished  that  one  may  approach  a 
horse  m  comradely  security,  confident  of  fair 
play.  The  rules  as  to  hybrids  are  lliese:  you 
walk  up  to  a  mule  in  a  s])iril  of  vcneralioi)  and 
religious  preparedness,  wearing  a  sickly  aspect 
of  confidence.  And  you  (juavcr  soothing 
words  and  carry  a  club  belli ihI  yoiu-  back. 
But  toward  a  cow — ah,    tluit   is   dilfcrent. 
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Here  is  a  mainstay  of  life,  a  pillar  and  prop 
of  civilization.  Here  is — well,  a  cow  is  a  cow. 
"Why,  there  was  the  time  when  three  hundred 
furiously  anxious,  hawling  mothers  smashed 
out  of  a  stout  wooden  corral  on  the  Turkey 
Track  range  and  laid  a  straight  course  across 
seven  leagues  of  territory,  in  quest  of  their 
helpless  progeny,  mercilessly  cooped  in  cars  at 
a  railroad  siding,  awaiting  shipment  to  an  Ari- 
zona butcher.  They  kept  two  well-grown  men 
atop  a  water-tank  for  five  hours,  and — hut  to 
attempt  a  citation  of  cases  would  be  idle.  This 
is  the  simple  tale  of  Molly. 

She  was  not  an  especially  pretty  animal, 
Molly — just  plain  cow,  dun  in  color,  with  a 
Jersey  strain  somewhere  among  her  remote 
forebears.  Vet,  one  could  not  gaze  on  Molly 
for  long  without  a  feeling  of  profound  resi)ect 
pervading  his  soul.  It  was  not  because  one 
could  sec  wilh  half  an  eye  that  she  gave  large 
quantities  of  milk;  lluit  was  merely  the  per- 
formance of  her  natural  functions.     Nor  was 
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It  that  her  wistful  regard  suggested  all  the  sor- 
rows of  her  sex.  ]Mollv  in  some  wuv  made  a 
subtle  appeal  to  symjiathy  that  cannot  be 
voiced. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  she  ought  to  have  been 
the  pampered  occu2)aiit  of  a  clover  field  by  day 
and  of  a  stall  by  night.  Instead,  she  was 
roaming  the  zacaton  flats  of  the  Tum1)h"ng  K 
and  losing  herself  among  the  blackl^rush 
ridges,  in  vague  wonder  that  the  world  was 
grown  so  large.  Designed  to  be  a  respecta])le 
milch-cow  on  a  dairy  farm,  here  she  was  in  tlie 
heart  of  a  wilderness,  and  all  because  of  a  boy. 

He  came  among  us,  pink  and  white  and  fear- 
f ullv  clean ;  and  lie  was  the  owner's  son.  There 
were  eleven  thousand  cows  in  our  domain,  but 
milk  had  been  a  thing  of  rumor  to  the  outfit, 
l)crliaps  because  it  is  inconvenient  to  milk  on 
hoi'seback.  Now,  however,  Vance  shoved  his 
legs  under  the  boards  at  the  bimk-house  and 
objected  to  clear,  biting  coffee.  So,  whcji  he 
departed  blacker  than  a  ^Mexican,  with  a  two 
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months'  heard  and  overalls  sustained  by  a 
strand  of  rope, — babbling  wild  things  of  a  bath 
lie  would  take,  a  bath  that  wouhl  endure  for  a 
day  and  a  night,— we  still  had  ]Molly. 

"That  cow's  got  a  mind,  I  tell  you,"  Uncle 
Henry  assured  the  outfit  at  supper.  "She's 
got  a  mind  jist  like  you  or  me,  Dave,  only 
I'etter  than  yourn.     Pass  them  frijoles." 

Perhaps  Molly  did  have  a  mind.  At  any 
rate,  she  was  humanly  lonesome.  To  be  the 
only  one  of  her  kind  in  a  tract  of  five  thou- 
sand acres— they  kept  her  in  the  horse  pasture 
— was  depressing  to  a  companionable  disposi- 
tion. The  bronchos  on  the  river  flats  and 
mesquite-clothed  hills  were  shy,  wild  creatures, 
subject  to  alarms  and  foolish  panic.  With 
mild  wonder  she  would  watch  them  break  into 
a  run  at  a  sounil  or  a  strange  scent.  They 
were  inasterfnl,  too,  always  diivi?ig  her  away 
from  the  v.ater-holcs  and  the  salt  until  they 
had  hv.d  tlieir  fill.  Instinctively  she  was  afraid 
when  one  of  them  approached  with  careless 
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confidence  tliat  she  would  give  place.  Yet, 
though  unhappy,  :Molly  never  overlooked  her 
duty,  and  each  morning  and  each  evening  she 
stood  quiet  while  Uncle  Henry  milked  her,  oc- 
casionally rumhling  a  note  of  satisfaction  or 
sweeping  at  a  fly  with  cautious  hackward 
swings  of  her  head.  L^ncle  Henry  was  becom- 
ing too  stiff  for  hard  riding,  and  now  spent 
most  of  liis  time  trying  to  persuade  himself 
and  others  that  the  odd  jobs  he  applied  him- 
self to  were  of  his  own  choosing. 

One  morning  31  oily  awoke  to  turmoil. 
Wondrous  noises  came  to  her  on  the  west  wind, 
and  she  arose  and  walked  to  the  imprisoning 
fence.  Truly  the  Tumbling  K  was  ])ecome  a 
Babel.  In  the  wide,  browned  valleys,  on  tlie 
mesas,  and  far  into  the  fastnesses  of  tlie  Mules, 
bulls  and  cows  and  clumsy  calves  were  on  the 
march,  with  riders  hanging  in  rear.  Molly 
could  hear  the  churning  of  the  hosts  on 
tlif  ruuiid-up  ground,  and  to  her  nostrils  was 
wafted  the  taint  of  the  dust  l)elching  heaven- 
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ward  in  clouds.  For  the  Tumbling  K  range 
was  to  be  divided,  and  eight  thousand  head 
must  be  turned  over  to  the  retiring  part- 
ner. 

Where  did  all  the  cattle  come  from?  Molly 
had  never  dreamed  there  were  such  hordes  of 
her  kind  in  the  world.  Armies  of  them  filed 
by  in  long  hues,  the  cowboys  on  flank  and  in 
rear  shouting,  whistling,  spurring  into  the  press 
in  their  efforts  to  urge  the  herds  forward. 
ISIolly  stood  at  the  barb-wire  fence  most  of  the 
day,  staring  at  this  rally  of  her  species.  Some- 
times she  bawled  a  troubled  greeting. 

And  the  little  calves!  Matiy  a  toddling 
new-born,  strayed  from  its  mother  and  solicit- 
ous of  protection,  staggered  out  to  sniff  at  the 
kindly  disposed  creature  that  nosed  it  so  ten- 
derly from  the  other  side  of  a  four-strand 
barrier.  All  night  tht  trampling  of  sleepless 
thousands  and  the  bawling  of  steers  and  wor- 
ried cows  came  to  disturb  Molly's  slumbers. 
Tlie  bed-ground   for  the  herds  was  not   four 
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hundred  yards  distant  from  the  pasture  fence. 
She  could  see  tiny  intermittent  lights  move 
slowly  about  them  in  a  wide  circle,  where  the 
men  on  guard  smoked  as  they  rode  their 
rounds. 

Next  day  her  heart  was  filled  with  forebod- 
ings and  uneasiness.  Hundreds  of  cattle  were 
driven  into  an  extensive  corral  within  the  con- 
fines of  her  jiasture,  and  thence,  in  small  groups, 
they  went  into  a  chute,  propelled  by  the  whoops 
and  outcries  of  sundry  reckless  horsemen  who 
crowded  their  rear.  ]Molly  watched  and  won- 
dered. She  saw  these  cattle  forced  singly  into 
a  narrow  runway;  she  saw  them  caught  fast 
in  a  squeezer,  heard  their  bellows  of  consterna- 
tion and  fright;  and  then  there  reached  her 
tlie  stinging  odor  of  burned  hair,  when  the 
branding  irons  seared  the  flesh.  Upon  which 
Molly  would  flip  her  tail  in  the  air  and  lope 
awav.  But  she  alwavs  returned;  much  as  she 
feared  it,  she  could  not  leave  this  anguished 
assemblage. 
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It  was  Uncle  Henry  who  discovered  that  the 
arrival  of  the  herds  was  demoralizing  our  faith- 
ful benefactor.  She  no  longer  grazed  se- 
dately; even  the  succulent  gi-ania-grass  of  tlie 
creek-bottom  failed  to  hold  her,  and  she  walked 
the  barb-wire  ceaselessly  day  and  night.  Her 
weight  fell  off  in  alarming  fashion,  and  when, 
on  the  third  evening,  Uncle  Henry  approached 
with  outstretched  hand  and  honeyed  speech, 
and  the  milk-pail  cunningly  concealed,  she 
shook  her  big,  patient  head  and  moved  off. 
He  followed,  and  she  (quickened  her  ]iace. 

"Consarn  your  fat  haid!"  roared  Uncle 
Henry,  never  a  patient  man.  "Hold  still  or 
I'll  take  the  hide  off 'n  you." 

He  tore  after  Molly,  threatening  dire  visita- 
tions. Xow,  it  takes  an  extremely  clever  per- 
son to  circumvent  a  determined  cow,  when  he 
is  on  foot  and  she  has  five  thousand  acres  in 
which  to  manauver,  and  Uncle  Henry  re- 
turned to  head(iuarters,  howling  for  somebody 
to  lend  him  a  horse  and  he  Tvould  drag  that  old 

ISO 


MOLLY 

fool  clear  to  Texas.  "We  went  witliout  milk 
that  night,  and  grumhled  and  swore  precisely 
as  if  we  had  had  nothing  else  all  our  lives. 


"Ili-vi!  Rear  down  on  him,  cowboys. 
!More  frijoles  here!" 

With  a  yell,  Big  John  sprang  to  the  lever  of 
tlie  sciueezer  and  threw  all  his  strength  on  it, 
gripping  a  plunging  steer  about  the  middle  as 
he  strove  to  win  through  the  chute. 

"Hot  iroit!  Hot  iron!"  the  wagon  boss 
shrieked.  "Somebody  build  that  fire  up.  All 
right.     That's  got  him,  Cas." 

]Molly  hung  al)out  near  the  corral,  gazing  on 
tliese  frenzied  activities  in  consternation.  It 
was  early  morning  and  low-hanging  mists  were 
shredding  before  the  sun. 

Some  calves  passed  through  the  chute  by  in- 
advertence. Being  too  small  for  the  squeezer 
to  hold,  they  were  noosed  as  they  came  out,  and 
branded  on  the  ground.  One  was  so  tiny  that 
the  men  at  work  beside  the  runway,  idly  rolling 


"1  Q  1 


THE    UXTAMED 

cigarettes  during  a  luilt  in  tlic  operations, 
failed  altogether  to  perceive  him  a^.)Ove  the 
heavy  lower  hoarding.  As  a  result,  he  saun- 
tered i!  to  the  open,  and  there  was  no  noose 
ready  to  snare.  Tlis  ears  were  twitching  with 
curiosity,  and  lie  moved  his  legs  as  if  they  were 
stiff  and  his  i'eet  hurt,  as  indeed  they  did,  he- 
cause  he  had  come  many  weary  miles  and  lie 
was  not  three  days  old. 

"Ili-yi!  There  goes  a  calf!"  yelled  the 
punchers.  "Go  to  him,  John.  He's  j  ,t  your 
size." 

Big  John  grinned,  spat  on  his  hands,  and 
made  a  dive  for  the  Tugitivc.  "The  liT  rascal,'* 
he  chuckled,  gi'ahhing  for  its  tail.  Instead  of 
taking  to  thf  ojji'n  and  falling  a  prey  to  a 
roper,  the  c:df  limgcd  sideways  and  went  under 
the  horse-paslurc  IVnce.  Hi'  was  so  short  that 
he  ea-iiy  howcd  his  hack  and  slid  heneatli  the 
wire.  The  outfit  sent  uj)  a  shout  of  laughter, 
and  exhorted  .lohn  to  stay  with  hini:  hut  the 
giant  remained  where  he  was,  gazing  lixedly  at 
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the  fugitive.  ?> Folly  was  on  the  other  side  of 
the  fence. 

To  her  side  the  white-face  holted,  confident 
of  sanctuary.  For  a  cow,  Molly  was  terrihlv 
agitated.  She  turned  ahout  and  ahout,  trying 
to  ohtain  a  really  good  look  at  this  forward 
])al)y  who  greeted  her  as  his  mother.  The 
calf,  on  his  part,  ke[)t  close  in  an  endeavor  to 
secure  his  supper,  heing  very  hungry  and  prop- 
erly careless  as  to  where  he  got  it.  ^NFolly 
smclled  and  snift'ed  at  him,  and  edged  off  in  in- 
tense nervousness.  Kvldently  (juite  positive  in 
his  own  mind  that  he  had  fouud  what  he  had 
heen  seeking,  the  calf  ga\  e  over  all  useless  fuss 
and  set  himself  resolutely  to  ohtain  a  meal. 

"Let  him  gi\  .Tohn,"  the  hoss  called.  "We 
lost  his  mother  over  on  the  Magayan. 
Molly'll  look  after  him,  I>ook  out!  l^ear 
down  on  him.  eowhoys!  It's  that  hig  ol' 
hull." 

Molly  was  thrilling  to  lojig-])ent  yearnings, 
and  the  \a[)ors  oi'  st'lf-delusion  welled  up  to 
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befog  lier  instincts.  After  five  minutes  of  nos- 
ing, tlie  Jersey  came  to  the  conclusion  tliat  this 
must  l)e  lier  son,  and  yielded  to  his  lunmrv  im- 
portunities.  With  a  deep  murmur  of  content; 
she  walked  auay,  followed  ])y  her  adoj)ted 
hahy.  And  hehir.d  a  sage-hrush,  safe  from  in- 
terference, slie  fed  liim.  The  outfit  watclied 
them  go  ill  amazement,  prophesying  many 
things. 

One  of  the  few  tilings  tliey  did  not  foretell 
came  to  [)ass  next  morning.  Molly  had  hidden 
the  calf  behind  some  soapweed  while  she  went 
to  graze  a  few  rods  oil',  and,  the  dawn  being 
still  gray  and  the  air  stinging  cold,  we  picked 
that  particular  bunch  of  weed  for  a  bonfire 
to  [jrovide  warmtli  while  the  svraiigler  wis 
bringing  u|)  the  horses.  When  the  match 
flared,  the  calf  on  Ihe  other  side  ol'  the  shout- 
ing sparks  staggered  to  his  feet. 

Btt-a-a-a-aw ! 

"It's  the  little  'un,"  John  whooped. 

lie  said  no  more,  because  at  that  moment 
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came  the  dull  pounding  of  hoofs  on  grass,  and 
there  was  Molly,  her  head  held  high,  turning 
her  gaze  jerkily  from  one  to  another,  after  the 
manner  of  cows  when  preparing  to  charge. 
We  forgot  ahout  the  fire  for  the  moment  and 
headed  for  the  corral  fence,  streaming  across 
country  twenty  strong,  with  Molly  in  hot  pur- 
suit. Big  John  eluded  her  hv  dodging  dexter- 
ously  hehind  a  bush,  leaving  a  portion  of  his 
overalls  with  the  cow,  and  she  abandoned  the 
chase  at  once,  returning  to  her  charge.  TTim 
she  licked  and  caressed  with  many  mumbled 
endearments,  making  sure  that  he  was  unhurt. 
The  calf  took  all  this  stoically  and  as  a  matter 
of  course,  considering  it  his  due.  and  fell  to 
breakfast.  Molly  gazed  across  at  her  late 
friends  sitting  sj)ectrally  astride  the  fence,  and 
all  the  ;inger  was  gone  i'rom  her  eyes.  They 
were  large  and  melting  -.vith  tenderness. 

A  crippled  horse  was  shot  that  day,  the 
broneho-buster  threw  him  loo  bard,  breakinu- 
a  leg, — and  to  the   carcass   u  coyote   skulked 
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when  niglit  shut  down.  Ahout  elevcti  o'clock 
Molly  got  to  hei'  knees,  in  which  position  she 
remained  a  few  seconds,  meditating;  then  rose 
lo  walk  ahoiit,  nihhling  at  the  grass.  All  cat- 
tie  get  up  in  this  manner  hctween  eleven  o'clock 
and  midnight  to  graze  for  a  few  minutes  and 
then  lie  down  on  the  other  side.  This  may  be 
the  basis  of  an  old  superstition  that  "good  cows 
say  their  prayers." 

Molly,  with  the  warmth  of  the  snuggling 
calf  still  on  her  side,  wandered  farther  than  she 
intended.  Ahiuptly  she  thrn.t  her  no.^e  into 
tlie  wind  and  sniffed.  It  was  a  stale,  pene- 
trating stench,  and  iidierited  knowledge  warned 
her  there  was  danger,  liaek  ran  Molly  in  a 
Iremoi-  of  anxiety,  her  liead  wagging  from  side 
to  side  in  her  efforts  to  glimpse  the  marauder. 
lUhind  a  chimp  of  hear-grass  erouclied  a  coy- 
ote, i)is  f'oxlike  nose  pointed  toward  the  spot 
where  snoo/.ed  ]\vv  un])rotect((l  son.  Itich  by 
incii  lie  slunk  lorward;  now  liis  muscles  grew 
taut  for  the  leap. 
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Whoo-oo-oo-huh!  snorted  Alolly,  smashing 
down  upon  him. 

The  Avolf  strai<^litcned  and  wheeled  with  a 
flash  of  gray,  and  sprang,  all  in  one  movement. 
So  manelonsly  (piick  was  he  that  escape  would 
liave  heen  certain  ninety-nine  times  in  a  hun- 
dred. A  hull  woidd  have  home  domi  on  him 
with  lowere<l  head  and  eyes  shut,  like  a  run- 
away freight  train;  a  cow  charges  with  eyes 
open,  and  Molly,  consumed  with  mother-wrath, 
rij)ped  sideways  with  her  sharp  horns  as  the 
hunter  swerved.  A  shapeless  hundle  of 
hrown-gray  fur  was  tossed  into  the  air,  and 
M-hen  it  struck  the  ground  and  rehounded, 
]\rolly  went  at  it  again.  This  time  she  caught 
him  full  with  licr  horns,  and,  quite  hy  chance, 
followed  stumhlinfjlv  on  liis  rihs  w'dh  her  fore- 
feet.  The  coyote  squirmed  away  from  this 
terrihk'  avenger,  snapping  I'utilely  at  her  muz- 
zh',  and  a  cry  fror.i  the  calf  distracted  the  Jer- 
sey from  a  hurning  desire  to  complete  the  good 
work.     When  she   ahandoned  him   to   run  to 
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her  adopted  son,  tlie  wolf  made  as  if  to  flee; 
but  lie  was  hurt  unco  death,  and  sank  down 
miserably  under  a  mesquite,  his  glinting  eyes 
searehing  the  brush  for  foes.  And  through  the 
long  night  he  panted  out  his  life,  until  at  dawn 
the  last  spark  flickered. 

"It's  a  big  ol'  ki-yote" — John  stirred  the 
carcass  with  his  boot — "A  bull  done  ripped 
him." 

"There  aren't  any  bulls  in  the  horse  pas- 
ture," the  boss  retorted.  "Only  Molly." 
.  By  one  im])ulsc  the  outfit  turned  in  their 
saddk's  to  look  for  her.  There  stood  the  Jer- 
sey a  hundred  paces  off,  feeding  trancpiilly  on 
mcscpiite  j)ods.  Toddling  at  her  heels  was  a 
red,  white-faced  calf  of  sturdy  frame  and  curly 
coat.  Molly  was  behaving  as  if  she  had  never 
(1(  lie  anything  more  exciting  in  her  hfe  than 
eat  bran  mash. 

"Good  ol'  Molly,"  they  called  back,  as  they 
rode  to  tiie  bunk-house  for  dinner.  Molly, 
hearing  the  famibar  name,  lifted  her  head  to 
regard  the  cavalcade  soberly. 
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We  went  without  milk  cheerfully  cnouirh 
now  and  speculated  at  every  meal  as  to  the 
prohable  course  Molly  would  pursre  as  the  calf 
grew.  There  was  little  else  to  talk  alxuit. 
Some  vowed  she  would  get  over  her  halluci- 
nation quickly  and  abandon  the  youngster. 
L^ncle  Henry  thought  differently. 

"She's  a  better  mother  to  him  than  his  own 
would  have  been.  I  never  done  saw  a  range 
cow  look  after  lier  calf  hke  ^Molly  does  that 
rascal.     And  ain't  he  fat!"  he  exclaimed. 

The  wagon  boss  conceived  it  to  be  in  the  line 
of  his  duty  to  brand  the  calf.  A  man  was  de- 
spatched to  rope  him.  lie  returned  presently 
to  say  that  Molly  would  not  permit  him  to  get 
near.  "She  went  o?i  the  peck  and  gored  my 
horse."  He  exhibited  a  red  wale  along  his 
mount's  fhuik. 

"Vou  can't  ro})e  a  calf  away  from  its 
mother r'  the  boss  exclaimed,  dumbfounded. 
"Pshaw!  You'd  better  go  back  to  eotton- 
pickin',  Cas." 
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self.  What  were  cowboys  coming  to  nowa- 
days? II'j  would  show  tlicm!  We  mounted  the 
corral  fence  the  better  to  view  proceedings,  and 
waxed  nieriy  of  spirit  when  Molly  chased  the 
boss  six  separate  times.  Molly  would  not  be 
frightened  or  enticed  away  from  her  son.  but 
turned  to  confront  this  unexpected  enemy 
when  he  galloped  at  her.  As  for  the  calf,  he 
glued  himself  to  ]Molly's  side  and  would  not 
budge  therefrom. 

"Will  we  stretch  her  out,  Pink?"  we  shouted. 

"Xo,"  the  boss  roared. 

He  made  another  try  and  almost  got  his  rope 
over  the  calf;  but  the  Jersey  went  at  him 
just  then  and  gave  him  something  else  to  do. 
So  the  boss  ambled  back,  grinning  sheepishly 
behind  his  sandy  mustache. 

"1  reckon"— he  cleared  his  throat — "I 
reckon  that's  one  on  me,  boys.  Let  him  go 
just  now.     We'll  get  him  m  the  spring." 

I'ncle  Henry  was  the  only  human  being 
that  the  Jersey  would  permit  within  five  yards 
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of  her  baby.  He  entertained  a  sort  of  proprie- 
tary affection  for  the  cow,  and  she  reciprocated 
save  when  such  cordial  relationship  clashed  with 
her  love  for  the  adopted  one.  At  such  mo- 
ments Uncle  Henry  was  not  to  be  considered, 
of  course,  and  she  was  as  ready  to  i)ut  him  on 
the  fence  or  speed  him  round  a  bush  as  any 
other  member  of  the  Tumbling  K  outfit. 

Upon  a  day  in  September,  he  was  on  his  way 
back  from  patching  the  line  fence,  when  he 
espied  :Molly  trotting  distractedly  about  a  nar- 
row draw.  She  stopped  to  stare  as  he  ap- 
proached, then  resumed  her  agitated  run. 
From  time  to  time  she  dashed  to  ^he  brink  of 
an  arroyo  to  gaze  down.  Uncle  Henry 
watched  her,  surn'ising  from  the  stores  of  his 
experience  what  had  happened. 

"She'll  jist  about  go  on  ilie  prod  and  rip  me 
if  I  try  to  git  him  out."' 

^folly  took  a  few  steps  toward  him,  lowed 
j)itit'ully,  and  returned  to  look  down  at  the  un- 
fortunate calf.     He  advanced  with  caution,  an- 
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ticipating  a  riisli;  but  Molly  only  lowed  again 
and  made  way  for  him. 

"I  swan,  she  wants  me  to  pull  him  out,"  said 
Uncle  Henry  in  a  reverent  tone.  "If  that 
don't  beat  every — " 

He  alighted  and  walked  to  the  arro\'o's  rim. 
Ten  feet  below,  on  the  sandy  bottom  of  a  hole 
whose  precipitous  sides  prevented  him  climb- 
ing out,  lay  the  white-face.  Uncle  Henry 
deftly  droi)ped  a  noose  over  its  head,  and 
dragged  the  kicking  youngster  to  safety. 
When  he  went  to  remove  the  rope,  INIolly  suf- 
fered him  to  handle  her  son,  though  she  glared 
in  swift  suspicion  when  Uncle  Henry  threw 
him  to  the  ground  and  knelt  on  his  body  to  free 
the  loop  from  his  ?ieck, 

"Boys,"  said  the  boss  at  supper  one  night, 
"Molly  has  got  to  go." 

"Oh-ho!  Ho,  indeed!"  Uncle  Henry  re- 
torted with  h"ne  sarcasm.  "Oh,  yes,"  he  added, 
unable  to  thisik  of  anything  better  to  say. 

The  boss    shook   his   head    sadlv    over   the 
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clamor  that  ensued.  He  spoke  of  the  matter 
as  a  man  of  feeling  would  ac(]uaint  a  wife  of 
her  husband's  taking-off ;  but  it  had  to  be.  An 
order  had  come  to  deliver  Molly  to  Bockus,  the 
butcher  at  Blackwater. 

What !  Lose  :Molly  ?  The  boss  was  locoed, 
or  worse.  Had  he  by  any  chance  secured  a 
bottle,  of  whose  whereabouts  we  Mere  in  igno- 
rance J'     We  would  buy  the  cow  ourselves  first. 

It  was  an  off-day.  The  branding  was  done, 
and  the  Tumbling  K  outfit  was  awp-^'vg  the 
arrival  of  a  purchase  of  four  thousai.  steers 
from  the  South.  Thus  it  came  about  that 
twelve  of  us  rode  into  Blackwater,  and  Big 
John  was  spokesman.  John  was  not  much  of 
a  speaker,  being  given  to  profanity  when  a  con- 
gestion of  language  threatened,  but  he  had  a 
grand  theme,  and  talked  about  Molly  in  a  way 
that  made  us  cough. 

"Bless  my  heart,"  cried  the  owner  of  the 
Tumbling  K,  when  the  nub  of  the  matter  was 
revealed.     "Bless  my  heart !" 
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He  gaped,  then  squeezed  the  miohty  muscles 
of  Big  John's  shoulder  and  laughed.  All  this 
fuss  about  a  cow— one  I'oiloin  dun  cow.  The 
puncher  grinned  in  his  turn,  sliufHing  his  feet; 
for  they  knew  and  understood  each  other,  these 
two,  Inning  been  associated  for  eighteen  years. 
That  is  why  Bockus  received  the  strange  ex- 
planation he  did  when  he  called  to  protest 
against  the  delay  in  delivering  Molly. 

"It's  just  this  way,"  the  cattleman  observed, 
shpping  an  elastic  band  about  his  tally-book. 
"If  I  let  you  ha\-e  that  cow  for  thirty,  I  lose 
precisely  nine  hundred  and  thirty-seven  dollars. 
No;  Molly  stays." 

"Nine  hundred  and— Why,  man,  you're 
crazy!     How's  that?" 

"Ask  those  strikers  of  mine,"  came  the  an- 
swer, accompanied  by  a  chuckle.  "Great 
weather,  isn't  it?     How  is  veal  selling  to-dav?" 

"But  look  a-here,  Vance,  let  me  have  the 
calf,  anyway.  You  owe  me  that  much,"  the 
fat  Bockus  protested. 

191. 


MOLLY 

"j\l\  right.     Send  out  for  him,  though,"  said 
the  cattleman. 

It  ha2)pciie(l  that  Bockus  despatched  a  youth 
witli  a  pair  of  mules  hitched  to  a  wagon,  for  the 
calf.  He  was  a  wily  urchin,  and  a  glance  sat- 
isfied liim  that  JMolly's  son  could  he  taken  from 
her  only  by  craft.  Accordingly  he  loafed  all 
of  one  forenoon  in  the  horse  pasture  with  his 
wagon  close  at  hand,  and  when  tiie  unsuspect- 
ing Jersey  strayed  off  some  hundreds  of  yards 
to  secure  better  grazing,  he  made  a  sudden  de- 
scent upon  the  white-face,  locked  his  fingers 
about  its  nose  so  that  the  calf  could  not  utter 
a  sound,  threw  and  tied  him,  then  heaved  the 
outraged  victim  into  the  Avagon  and  made  off. 
]Molly  returned  shortly,  and  missing  the  apple 
of  her  eye,  set  out  on  a  search  of  the  immediate 
vicinity.  In  the  distance  a  wagon  raised  the 
dust  of  the  IJlackwater  trail,  going  rapidly. 
The  boy  did  not  feel  any  too  secure  even  with  a 
fence  between  them,  and  lashed  his  mules, 
shrilling  oaths  at  the  gawky  beasts. 
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The  cow  brought  up  at  the  fence,  eveiy  sense 
on  the  alert  to  detect  the  presence  of  tlie  calf 
in  the  fast-disappearing  vehicle.  Some  subtle 
intuition  told  >rolly  he  was  there,  and  she  re- 
treated a  few  ste})s.  Then,  with  a  crash,  she 
went  throuo-h  the  four  strands  of  wire,  and, 
with  a  long  gash  in  her  left  shotddcr  dripping 
blood,  started  after  them  at  a  swinging  trot. 

Br(;ther  Ducey  Avas  (.onducting  an  open-air 
revival  service  among  the  mining  jxjpulation  of 
Blackwatcr.  He  was  a  powerful  cxhorter, 
was  the  brother,  and,  us  most  of  his  c(»ngrcga- 
tion  were  wouicn,  with  a  sprinkling  of  men  who 
would  presently  go  on  the  night  shift  six  hun- 
dred feet  into  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  his  pic- 
lure  of  a  lurid,  living  perdition  iiad  them  sway- 
ing and  rocking  on  the  henches.  Their  groans 
and  lamentations  rolled  iij)  the  street. 

"You're  all  a-going  to  hell!"  he  shouted. 
"Vour  feet  are  on  the  hot  bricks  now.  Hell 
is—"     And,  again—      '11(11   -" 

Ih-otlier  Ducey  !)roke  off  and  glarcil  wrulh- 
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fully  at  an  imp  of  a  boy  who  drove  a  clanking 
wagon  at  top  speed  completely  around  the 
nif-ting-place,  making  for  the  slaughter-house 
beyond. 

Then  Molly  arrived  and  took  no  such  deviou;. 
route.  She  went  straight  through  the  congre- 
gation, overturning  the  monrners'  bench,  and, 
unable  to  differentiate  between  friends  and 
foes,  headed  for  the  rostrum.  Brother  Ducey 
waved  his  arms  wihlly  and  squalled  "Shoo!'' 
But,  as  ]MolIy  woidd  not  "shoo,"  he  scaled  a 
tree  with  the  speed  of  a  lizard,  from  which 
vantage-point  he  besought  somebody  to  shoot 
the  animal. 

The  Jc  rsey  did  not  pnusc  to  trifle  with  these 
hysterical  worshipers.  Her  business  was  to 
'i"d  her  baby,  and  she  was  almost  uj)  with  him. 
Tn  fniib,  \hv  (-(uv  was  an  awesome  sight  as  she 
oh.ugcd  anew  after  the  wngon,  the  blood  trail- 
ing from  her  shoulder,  froth  flaking  her  muz- 
zle. Evidently  the  butcher's  assistant  found 
her  so. 
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"I  can't  })€at  h-r  to  the  gate!"  he  gasped, 
\vith  a  glance  hackward. 

Whereupon  he  wheeled  again  and  galloped 
his  team  in  front  ol'  Boekus'  store.  There  he 
alumdoned  them,  springing  through  the  door 
just  as  IVIolly  swept  down  the  road.  The  calf 
bawled  a  greeting  and  the  Jersey  began  to 
circle  the  wagon,  occasionally  prodding  at  the 
mules  just  to  be  on  the  safe  side  in  the  event 
of  their  having  had  anything  to  do  with  this 
theft.  They  kicked  at  her  in  return,  but  did 
not  offer  to  run  away. 

"Somebody  rope  her!  Somebody  rope  her!" 
JJockus  cried,  dajieing  uj)  and  down  in  his  shop. 
"Xo,  don't  shoot.  Them  loccn-d  Tumbling 
K"s  will  wij)e  out  the  town  if  you  do." 

Alas,  there  was  nol)ody  in  lilackwater  com- 
petent to  (in  it.  They  were  a  peaceful,  indus- 
trious mining  folk,  and  n  cow  was  a  dubious 
thing  to  them,  to  be  liaruMed  res|)ectfully  in 
the  best  of  moods.  And  an  enraged  animal 
like   Molly!     lilackwater  suspended  business, 
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shut  up  shop,  and  hid  indoors  or  took  refuge 
cm  tlie  roof. 

From  time  to  time  .AFolIy  a])andone(l  the 
^vagon  temi)oraril>-  to  seek  revenge  wiiere  it 
might  be  given  to  lier.  In  this  way  she  made 
forays  over  half  the  town,  and  pul  Bill  Terry, 
the  postmaster,  through  a  new  plate-glass  win- 
dow that  Tom  Zeigler  had  imported  at  enor- 
mous exi)ense.  Tom  swore  that  Vanee  would 
liave  to  pay  for  it. 

"Send  for  one  of  them  fool  cowboys!" 
IJoekus  screamed,  after  an  hour  of  this. 

His  boy  stole  forth  on  an  emaciated  pony, 
and,  ehiding  the  cow  by  a  burst  of  speed, 
hrought  JJlackwater's  prayerful  appeal  to  the 
Tumbling  K  heachiuarters. 

^^'e  rode  in  and  ro|>cd  Molly.  Tbcn  cer- 
tain of  us  did  some  tratiieking  with  liockus, 
liig'  dohn  laying  down  the  terms,  with  the  re- 
Mdt  that  the  cord  around  the  calfs  legs  was 
loosed  and  he  ums  restored  to  his  mother. 

Ail  the  biiud  savagery  was  departed  from 
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3Iolly  now.     Slie  sauntered  over  to  a  patch  of 
grass  and  began  to  eat,  with  the  calf  at  her 
heels,  and  the  stare  she  turned  on  the  citizens 
of  Blaekwater  was  nonconnnittal,  even  kindly. 
Her  departure  took   on   something   of   the 
character  of  a  pageant.     IJrolher  Ducey  was 
induced  to  make  an  oration— or  he  could  not  be 
restrained— at  any  rate,  ]?rother  Ducey  de- 
livered a  speech  setting  I'ortli  the  extrao:  ''  -ury 
quahties  of  the  cow.     It  was  really  a  r    ..a/iv- 
ablc  tribute,  but  all  the  notice  Molly  took  was 
to  Hick  one  ear  as  she  masticated  a  bunch  of 
grass. 

"And,  brethern  and  sisters,  what  does  this 
brave  creature  teach  us  i  Hey  r  he  demanded, 
in  conclusion. 

"1  dunno,"  mumbled  a  gentleman  at  whom 
he  was  staring,  in  a  hopeless  tone. 

"1  ask  you-ail  ag'in,  what  she  done  taught  us 
^vlicn  she  come  a-seeking  of  her  young  in  the 
very  heart  of  our  meetinV  Why,  \[\  plain  as 
the  mole  on  J. on  JJaineys  face,''  cried  JJrother 
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Cucey.     "I  forgive  her  a-cl,a.,lng  of  „,e  „„ 
that  cottonwood,_ifs  a  right  g„o,l  thi„g  it  was 
«'  I.andy,-„„d  Mi.  nueey  kin  .e«  the  pants. 
Bnt  «l,at  did  this  noble  animal  show?     Ii,t 
what  I  was  praying  of  yo„-all  to  reveal,  breth- 
em  and  sisters.     She  showed  love  an,l  devo- 
t.on,  and  a  generous  saerifiee  for  somehodv  else 
fesKles  her  own  self.     TImfs  what  she 'done 
slmwe,l.     y„n-al|  do  likewise,     lirother  Perry 
"dl  now  pass  the  hat." 

n-e  took  Molly  laek  to  the  Tnnil.ling  K  and 
turned  her  into  the  horse  pasture.  She  ca,ne 
peaeeahly  enongh,  six  of  „s  aeting  as  eseort  of 
W.  SLe  is  there  now,  followe,levervwhere 
^I'e  Soes  by  a  hn.sky  red  ealf  with  a  white  faee 

-  lolly  .s/irndypers,aded  that  he  is  her  son  and 
llie  pride  of  the  range. 
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VII 
THE  BABY  AND  THE  PUIMA 

THE  wagon  jolted  and  whined  over 
rougli  ground,  winding  among  giant 
pines.  OiY  to  the  riglit  folhnvcd  a 
tawny  shape,  flitting  from  blotch  of  shadow 
to  screening  bush,  blending  with  the  blurred 
outlines  of  tree  and  rock.  The  moon  was  hid- 
den and  Brother  Sehoonover  drove  with  cir- 
cumspection, lest  his  ark  and  all  his  possessions 
be  wrecked  in  the  wilderness. 

"Doggone  that  moon.  It  ain't  never  work- 
ing when  you  need  it  right  bad,"  cried  Brother 
Sehoonover,  cracking  his  whip.  "That  limb 
was  like  to  blind  me.  Stead-ay,  Glossy. 
Now,  girl — now." 

The  puma  crouched  flat  on  hearing  the 
voice.  Then  the  wagon  drew  out  of  sight  be- 
yond a  tope  of  trees  and    he   sprang   to   the 
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shelter  of  a  mesquite.  Tliere  he  peered  a^rain 
cat  the  nestcr's  outfit  going  down  the  valley 
through  the  dark.  It  labored  heavily :  Brother 
Schoonover'stones  reached  him,  raised  in  sharp 
rebuke  of  the  mare;  and  presently  he  slunk  in 
pursuit. 

Don't  imagine  that  Bowallopus— such  was 
he  dubbed  from  that  night  of  adventure— was 
stalking  prey.  Xothing  was  farther  removed 
from  his  purpose.  He  was  dreadfully  afraid, 
hut  curiosity  overrode  fear!  Time  and  again' 
he  halted  to  abandon  the  game  and  go  about 
the  serious  things  of  life,  but  could  not.  The 
wagon  and  its  inmates  had  him  fast. 

Bowallopus  was  not  even  hungry,  but  he 
trailed  along  in  rear.  Perhaps  there  lurked 
a  sneakhig  hope  far  back  in  that  hard  skull  of 
his  that  something  might  transpire  toward  the 
further  casement  of  his  stomach,  but  it  never 
for  a  moment  dulled  his  caution. 

The  nester  whistled  at  the  marc  and  ur-e,] 
lier  forward,  and  twice  the  harsh  scream  of  "the 
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brakes  stayed  Bowallopus  rigid  in  his  tracks 
It  should  not  he  held  against  Brother  Schoon- 
over  that  he  forgot  on  three  occasions  the  Rih- 
lical  limitations  as  regards  profane  words,  he- 
cause  the  night  was  deceptive  and  he  was  far 
from  water.     All  he  had  on  eartli  was  with 
lum  there  in  the  wagon,  and  he  could  descrv  no 
suitahle  place  to  camp.     The  family  si)nng- 
bed  was  slung  from  ropes  off  the  floor  under 
the  arched  canvas  top.  and  on  it  his  wife  slept. 
Curled  warmly  In  the  hollow  of  her  arm  was 
tlie  hahy.     Sometimes  the  lurchings  of  their 
Jiome  rolled  him  quite  away  from  her  si.lc-,  to 
return  him  on  the  rehound.     He  slept  placidly, 
being  a  seasoned  traveler. 

Just  before  descending  a  gulch  to  cross  a 
dned  creek-hed,  Brother  Schoonover  drove  slap 
agaiiist  a  large  rock,  l>eing  now  far  off  any 
trads.  The  wagon  careened  to  the  point  of 
overturning  and  the  hahy  slid  from  liis  mother's 
arms.  Mrs.  Schoonover  had  raised  the  can- 
vas for  i)u.poscs  of  ventilation-she  suffered 
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from  an  affection  of  the  lungs-ancl  he  shot 
^"^^""^^'^^^  through  the  hole.  I?ci.<r  ,,tterlv 
helpless,  he  was  unhurt.  He  hit  the  o.,oun,'l 
lightly  and  the  wheel  missed  him  a  full  half- 
inch. 

Of  course  the  shock  woke  the  habv,  but  he 
was  so  astonished  for  a  minute  that'he  could 
only  hold  his  breath  ready  for  what  might  be- 
iall.  When  he  did  let  out  a  yell,  the  wagon 
was  thumping  over  the  stoues,  with  the  driver 
standing  up  to  beat  the  mare,  and  the  couple  in 
it  could  not  have  heard  a  steam  calliope  ten 
yards  off.  ^ 

iJowallopus  vanfslied  when  the  brown  bundle 
^lroi)ped.  A  hundred  paces  an.l  he  halt^.d  in  a 
thicket,  arrested  l,y  a  gurgliug  treble  cry 
The  iMmia  had  seen  children  before,  plaviii.. 
^K'ar  the  shack  of  a  Mexican  woodehopper^.nd 
he  knew  that  r>ote  of  distress.  Verv  cautiously 
he  crept  back  and  began  to  circle. 

The   rH,dae   stea,   upon    their  p.-v   „„.....,,    trc„„i„,  „„ 
'^e  >oft  eia.t.  ,,.d.  of  the  .ole.  of  U.c  fee,  witl.ut  nl  of 
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betrayal  from  the  rustle  caused  by  non-retractile  claws. 
AVIien  witliin  n  short  distance,  tbcy  crouch  and  spring,  bound- 
ing many  times  tlicir  length  ui)oii  their  unsuspecting  victims, 
which,  borne  down  by  the  descending  weight  of  the  fierce  foe, 
are  at  once  fastened  upon  by  the  deadly  grip  of  the  well- 
armed  jaw  and  by  the  united  action  of  eighteen  fully-extended 
piercing  claws. 


So  says  an  old  school  book — or  it  may  be  an 
ancient  natural  history — and  it  is  very  illiimi- 
nating  and  authoritative.  But  it  happens  that 
Bowallopus  belonged  to  a  class  of  felidae 
which  does  not  prey  upon  man  or  the  children 
of  men,  and  he  did  none  of  these  things.  He 
waited  until  the  groanhig  of  the  wagon  died 
away,  his  head  up,  keen  for  soiuid  or  sight  of 
danger.  A  puma  relies  more  on  his  ears  and 
eyes  than  on  his  nose  to  apprise  him  of  enemy 
or  victhn.  Then  he  went  forward  stealthily, 
moving  in  a  Avide  semicircle. 

The  baby  threshed  about  with  his  chubby 
arms  and  howled,  whereat  Bowallopus  shrank 
back,  hissing  like  an  em-aged  gander,  his  tail 
lashing  from  side  to  side.     Perhaps  the  threat- 
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ening  noise  chilled  the  boy  to  silenee;  at  any 
rate  he  broke  off  in  his  wail  and  lay  quiet" 
The  hon  went  nearer.     He  stood   above   the 
brown  bundle,  his  ,n„seles  ready  for  eombat  or 
instant  flight,  and  eyed  it  suspicionsly.     Mueh 
as  a  house  eat  would  pick  up  a  questionable  bit 
of  loot  from  the  floor,  Bowallopus  .seize,!  the 
dress  in  his  teeth  and  lifted  the  habv.     Seboon- 
over,  Jr..  waved  a  pudgy  hand  in  hvelv  terror 
and  slapped   the   beast   on   the   n,.se."    II„r. 
nbly  surprised,  Bowallopus  droppd  hi„,  and 
sprang  baek.     Then  he  gathered  himself  to 
leap. 

"Hi!"  yelled  Brother  Schoonover. 

The  lion  snarled  as  he  turned  to  flee  but 
the  nester  had  stopped  in  his  run  and  was  down 
on  one  knee.  Bowallopus  eleared  the  distance 
between  him  and  some  brush  witli  a  magnifi- 
c-cnt,  smuous  jump,  but  as  he  went,  a  crashing 
«ound  smote  his  ears  and  shar,)  burning  pains 
ripped  along  loins  and  back,  Brotlier  Schoon- 
<>N  tT  had  loaded  his  old  smooth-bore  with  bird- 
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shot  that  day  to  the  end  that  he  might  pot  a 
dog-ra])bit  or  a  hi-ace  of  wild  doves  for  siii)per, 
and  Bowallopus  reeeived  the  entire  charge. 

Witliout  paying  the  shghtcst  heed  to  tlie 
fleeing  puma,  the  nester  threw  down  his 
weapon  and  clasped  his  son.  Instantly  the 
haby  shrieked  his  loudest,  and  "God,  he  ain't 
hurt  a  hit,"  cried  Brother  Schoonover  in  a  great 
voice.  lie  was  shaking  like  a  cottomvood 
leaf  and  his  fright  impelled  the  child  to  further 
outcry,  so  contagious  is  fear.  And  now  ]Mrs. 
Schoonover  came  running,  unable  to  remain 
longer  in  the  wagon  with  bone  of  her  bone  and 
flesh  of  her  flesh  lying  helpless  suiiie where  in 
the  dark  along  the  trail — she  could  see  him 
dead.     She  prayed  audibly  as  she  ran. 

"Give  him  to  me,"  she  said,  snatching  the 
baby  from  his  sire  as  though  he  had  been  much 
to  blame. 

"It  weren't  my  fault,  Sally  Jo,"  he  pro- 
tested. 

"You  drive  most  awful    reckless,   Brother 
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Schoonover,"  reiurned  his  wife,  and  hugged 
her  son  closer. 

"He  ain't  hurt  a  mite.  Just  scared,"  she  an- 
nounced, after  a  woMdrous  inspection  hy  toucli 
of  hand.     "Something  done  tore  his  (h-ess." 

"A  big  or  line  had  him,  Sally  Jo,"  the  nester 
exclaimed.  ''I  swan  he  was  a  monster.  He 
went  a-smashing  up  among  the  bushes  and 
rocks." 

"Vou  didn't  kill  him?  You  done  let  him  .0 
aiif  be  most  had  eat  our  child?"  shrilled  .Airs. 
Schc.         er. 

"I  reckon  I  done  missed,  Sally  Jo.  There 
tl^rcgid- it's  .11  right  no...  You  cain't  hurt 
abnew^ithbirdshot.  It  won't  eyen  tickle  him. 
This  here  shot  would  bounce  off'n  a  kitten's 
hide,  this  here  would." 

Tl.cy  went  back  to  the  wage.  Mrs.  Sel.oon- 
over  carrying  ,l,e  baby.  Tl,e  nester  opined 
tlint  he  had  had  enough  of  driving  for  one 
night  and  they  would  camp  here. 

"It's  hard  on  Gloss,-,  but  Dl  go  find  her 
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M-ater  first  thing  in  the  morning" — he  poked 
a  finger  playfully  among  liis  son's  ribs— "So 
tliat  ol'  line  was  like  to  git  you,  boy?  Ol'  Eo- 
vallopus  was  a-looking  you  ()\er  for  a  meal?" 

IJrotlier  Schoonover  hobbled  the  mare  and 
they  went  to  rest. 

Bowalloj)us  lay  on  a  flat  rock  ami('  the  lower 
ridges  next  day,  sunning  himself.  He  was  not 
far  from  home  and  felt  perfectly  secure.  In 
a  gulch,  washed  out  by  floods  numberless  gen- 
erations ago,  was  a  hirge  hole  that  led  int  '  i 
shallow  cave.  There  was  in  front  a  sandstone 
ledge  much  to  the  beasls  liking,  a?i(l  hci-e  the 
puma  resi(ied,  as  a  stinging  odor  proclaimed. 

He  was  very  handsome,  was  Bowalloi)us. 
On  his  side,  he  measured  eighi  feet  ten  inches 
from  the  tip  ol'  his  nose  tip  of  tail,  and  his 
weight  could  not  base  been  less  than  two  hun- 
dred a!id  forty  pouu'is.  .Tust  now  the  superb 
ridmess  of  his  reddish  brown  coat  was  marred 
by  unsighlly  clots  in  the  region  of  his  rump,  and 
he  was  constantly  reminded  thereo*'!)y  a  gnaw- 
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ing  and  itcliiiio-  of  ir.mimcral)le  tiny  sjiots. 
Tlie  irritation  meant  that  the  wounds  were 
heahng,  but  Bowallopus's  temper  was  very  ])a(i 
nevertheless.  He  hcked  his  sores  tenderly  and 
settled  himself  to  bask  in  the  glare,  lids  droop- 
iFig. 

Five  miles  away,  Brother  Sehoonover  was 
digging  with  might  and  main  into  the  side  of 
a  low  hill,  for  he  had  found  a  sj)ring  bubbling 
i'rom  tlie  roek  and  was  now  engaged  in  fash- 
ioning a  dugout  for  a  lionie. 

Bo\vallo])us  went  u])  the  valley  early  that 
evening,  being  minded  to  kill.  And  before 
darkness  elosed  down  he  arrived  at  a  butte 
al)()ut  three  miles  from  liis  lair. 

The  huge  eat  erawled  warily  to  a  ledge  and 
comi)()sed  bimseli"  to  wait.  At  the  other  side 
«'('  I  he  butte  vague  figmrs  were  moviiig,  Mnd 
Hon allojMis  eonid  hear  plainly  the erisp  nnnuh- 
nig  of  grass.  Tiiese  were  the  range  mares 
wearing  the  Anvil  brand,  and  he  had  taker,  toll 
of  their  young  many   times  before.     In  the 
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position  he  had  selected  lliey  could  not  wind 
him;  and  aloncr  (he  hase  of  the  hutte  ran  a  trail 
down  which  ihc  mares  went  to  drink. 

The  sun  sank  hack  of  the  mountains.  A  hig 
roan  stallion  A\liich  ruled  the  hand  gave  over 
eating  and  lay  down  to  roll.  Invigorated  hy 
this  exercise,  he  whinnied  joyously  and  started 
for  the  pool.  One  mare,  with  her  colt,  fol- 
lowed at  his  hc^ls.  The  others  hegan  to 
close  in,  slowly,  then  in  groups,  until  they 
M'cre  moving  in  loose  array  towards  water. 
The  leader  picked  the  hutte  trail,  i)aused  lO 
I)idl  a  tern,  ,ing  tuft,  and  rounded  a  hend. 
Then  he  snorted  an  alarm  and  swerved  out- 
ward. 

Bowal!o])us  let  him  go— he  was  too  formid- 
ahh>  for  attack-  hut  the  mare  and  her  colt  were 
hdow  him.  On  Ihc  stallion's  warning  he 
hurled  himself  downward,  a  yellow  streak  in 
the  gloom,  and  hore  the  luckless  colt  to  the 
ground.  The  cruncii  ..f  its  hroken  spine  was 
drowned  ii    tJie  rumhle  of  Hying  hoofs.     Bo- 
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wallopus  rrrippcd  liis  prey  ])y  ihc  neck  and 
started  homewards.  Twice  lie  was  compelled 
to  stop  to  obtain  a  fVesIi  hold,  but  lie  dragged 
the  carcass  to  the  washout. 

It  hapj)ened  that  he  made  a  foray  carlv  one 
evenhig  to  Wolf  Creek  in  (juest  of  a  deer. 
Sometimes,  if  he  were  exceedingly  crafty, 
and  wind  and  bough  of  tree  were  ri<dit,  he 
could  slay  when  a  deer  stole  timidly  to  drink. 
Bowallopus  went  down  the  valley,  alert  and 
noiseless  as  was  his  wont.  Suddenly  he  stif- 
fened, the  hairs  on  neck  and  back  jiringling. 

Here  was  a  fence.  There  could  be  no  doubt 
of  that.  It  was  a  very  crude  contrivance  of 
one  strand  of  wire,  but  he  could  see  the  posts 
standing  in  a  ghostly,  wavering  line.  Wo- 
wallopus  walked  along  it,  tensely  expectant. 
In  the  distance  a  tiny  light  shoFie  like  a  fallen 
star,  and  Howallopus  j)aused  ortcn  to  stare, 
'i'liis  was  the  lantern  in  l^rothcr  Schoonover's 
lionse.  lie  had  fenced  a  quarter-section,  or 
!ia<l   enclosed    it   sulhciently   to  conform   with 
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the  law.  and  now  occupied  a  one-ronmed  dug- 
out constructed  of  logs  and  earth.  Tlie 
Brother  was  fully  determined  to  prove  up  on 
this  claim,  and  already  indulged  in  dreams  of 
liow  the  phice  would  look  when  green  under 
Kaflir  corn,  and  a  red-roofed  Ikhisc  on  the  hill 
back  of  them.  Tie  had  longed  all  his  life  for 
a  house  with  a  red  roof,  for  it  could  he  descried 
so  far  and  looked  so  cheery. 

The  puma  made  the  circuit  of  the  jdace  and 
watched  and  listened.  Presently  the  light 
went  out  and  all  was  still.  He  did  not  tarry 
long,  heing  seized  of  a  feeling  of  uniest.  All 
heart  for  the  liurit  was  g(.ne  from  him  and  he 
struck  northward,  intent  on  putting  distance 
between  himself  and  this  newest  invader  of  his 
domain.  While  }he  dark  was  yet  young,  he 
scaled  a  j)ine  tree— a  tree  hole  was  to  the  lion  as 
greensward  to  the  antelope— and  sat  comfort- 
ably on  a  lliiek  limb.  Once  he  tilted  his  nose 
and  sent  his  screech  vibrating  to  liie  topmost 
hills.     1 1  was  a  rending  cry  like  the  scream  of  a 
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woman  in  mortal  pain— no  animal  but  a  Iiorse 
in  its  death  ag-ony  can  produce  a  sound  more 
terrifying.  After  a  while  he  descended  anti 
Mx>nt  northward  once  more;  hut  there  was  no 
yowliuj^^  I'lom  IJowallopus  now.  He  had  to 
iind  somethiug  to  eat,  and  stealth  alone  could 
accomplish  that  end. 

Yet  he  was  ])ack  at  the  fence  next  night  and 
on  many  nights  succeeding.  The  dugout  and 
its  dwellers  recm-red  again  and  again  to  tempt 
liis  curiosity,  however  far  he  raided.  Eowal- 
lopus  had  no  desire  to  forage  there,  })ut  he 
simply  could  not  keep  away.  And  gradually 
tile  reeling  of  anxiety  over  their  presence  he- 
came  a  fixed  dread,  an  obsession. 

]}rother  Schoonover  accpiired  a  dog  from  a 
])assing  Mexican  freigliter  and  owned  the  mon- 
grel for  exactly  seven  days  and  six  nights. 
I^Iosl  of  that  peiiod  was  spent  by  the  canine 
back  of  Ihe  shack,  tied  to  a  post.  Then  he 
uas  released  and  ventured  too  far  in  the  dusk, 
and  liowallopus  gatiiered  him  in.     When  the 
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nester  found  the  remains  he  forgot  all  a])out 
the  spirit  of  kindly  charity  for  which  he  had 
been  so  strong  in  a  tva  da\s'  debate  with 
Erotlier  Ducey  in  Texas,  and  railed  against  all 
created  things  save  those  man  had  domes- 
ticated. 

After  this  episode  Bowallopns  absented  him- 
self from  tile  vicinity  of  the  Schoonover  home 
for  a  space.  He  went  up  into  the  mountains, 
where  he  contrived  to  get  considerable  veal  and 
young  beef.  ^Vinter  was  coming  upon  the 
land  afid  a  calf  did  not  iiug  his  mother's  side 
so  closely  of  a  night,  being  grown  and  pride- 
ful. 

In  the  shecii  (.f  a  late  Xovember  gloaming, 
he  dropped  from  a  jutting  rock  on  the  rim  of 
The  Hatter  and  padded  along  a  burro  trail. 
This  was  the  way  down  the  big  mountain  which 
the  woodchoppers  took:  thence  tluy  drove  their 
patient  beasts  of  burden  seventy  long  miles 
to  !()wn.  IJowallojJus  slunk  beside  the  well- 
worn  path,  one  eye  cocked   for  trouble.     He 
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was  ferociously  hungry;  liis  stomach  clamcu-ed 
for  food;  and  at  .ight  of  a  scurrying  jackrah- 
bit,  a  pecuhar  pulsating  ache  started  back  or 
his  jowl. 

Abruptly  he  drew  back  and  flopped  down- 
ward behind  a  thorny  bush.  Eelow,  on  the 
shoulder  of  The  Hatter,  clung  a  shack  of 
boughs  and  sod.  A  man  was  even  then  ham- 
mering on  its  roof,  while  a  woman  passed  him 
up  hits  of  old  tin.  Half  way  ])etween  the 
puma  and  the  hut,  a  small  boy  was  toiling 
under  a  pile  of  fagots,  tied  over  his  back. 

^  All  this  Bowallopus  saw,  but  what  interested 
liini  most  was  an  object  nearer  at  hand.     Xot 
twenty  feet  away  a  Mexican  baby  plaved  in 
the  dirt,  crowing  with  deli^,  .  ever  possession 
^>^'  a  caj)tive  lizard.     The  child   was   perhaps 
two  j-ears  old  and  much  too  naked  for  that  time 
of  year,  but  she  was  hearty  and  cared  naught 
i'or  that.     Her  brother  had   brought  her  up 
tJ'«'  traii,  leaving  her  to  amuse  herself  as  best 
«be  might  whilst  he  gathered  firewood.     Xat- 
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urally  he  forgot  all  aboul  tlic  toddler,  the  job 
not  being  to  his  liking. 

liowallopus  listened .  and  watched  and 
waited.  The  l)abv  rolled  in  the  dust.  The 
man  and  woman  were  })nsily  engaged  and  the 
boy  had  l)een  sent  to  fetch  a  bucket  of  water. 
xV  bull-bat  flew  over  the  puma's  head.  A  hush 
crept  over  The  Hatter. 

It  mav  be  that  he  shut  his  eves  when  he 
launched  himself  and  struck,  though  she  was 
so  very,  very  little.  There  was  no  cry  to  be- 
tray— only  the  throaty  snarls  of  the  puma, 
now  turned  nuuikiller  and  more  liorribly  afraid 
and  fearfully  daring  than  he  had  ever  been  in 
his  life. 

"A  big  or  mountain  line  done  eat  a  Mexican 
baby  up  yonder,"  Brother  Schoonover  reported 
to  his  wife. 

"Vou  keep  buckshot  In  that  gun,  Brother 
Schoonover;  do  you  hear?  Oh,  my  liT  lamb! 
What  if  that  wicked  lion  had  eat  you  up?" 
Her  son  did  n(jt  appear  at  all  disturbed  by  the 
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speculation,  hut  thumped  on  her  breast  with 
his  fists. 

There  was  a  tremendous  to-do  up  and  down 
the  country  for  eighty  leagues.  The  manager 
of  the  Anvil  offered  a  hundred  dollars  reward 
for  the  murderer's  hide  and  the  cowboys  of  the 
region  blazed  away  at  every  bobcat  that 
showed  a  hair  within  their  line  of  vision. 
Even  Hichter's  sheep  herders  bestirred  them- 
selves to  set  traps,  but  all  to  no  avail.  And 
the  victim  being  a  native  child,  the  killing  soon 
ceased  to  be  a  live  topic. 

The  winter  arri^'ed  in  the  wake  of  a  norther. 
It  blustered  for  a  fortnight,  then  set  in  to  be 
bitterly  cold.  Bowallopus  fared  well,  and  grew 
ever  moi  malignant  and  furtive.  One  rib 
was  cracked  owing  to  misjudgment  of  dis- 
tance, but  accidents  are  likely  to  occur  to  the 
best  of  hunters.  In  diving  from  a  tree  for 
the  back  of  a  colt,  he  missed  and  came  down 
close  to  the  mare.  In  a  flasli  he  gathered  him- 
self and  leaped  again,  but  the  mother's  heels 


i^it; 


THE    UNTAMED 

ciaslied  full  on  his  side  and  she  went  away  at 
full  si)ecd,  her  son  running  a  good  second. 
On  another  occasion  a  young  bull  caught  him 
with  a  headlong  rush,  unprepared  on  his  kill, 
and  would  have  made  short  work  with  so  ex- 
cellent  a  start,  had  not   Bowallopus  sought 
safety  in  the  fleetness  of  his  legs.     He  was  a 
sapient  animal  and  knew  when  he  had  enough. 
Spring  came  at  last,  and  Bowallopus  had  a 
fight.     It  was  a  family  affair — his  wife  was 
not  wholly  blameless— and  it  is  better  for  all 
concerned  to  say  only  that  he  came  off  the  vic- 
tor,    A  young  puma  had  wandered  into  his 
ridges  from  the  south  and  west,  and  he  never 
went  back.     AVhen  a  mountain  lion  does  fight, 
it  is  worth  going  many  miles  to  see. 

Some  years  it  will  rain  so  hard  in  this  part 
of  the  cow  country  that  the  nesters  can  but  sit 
and  watch  their  puny  efforts  at  raising  corn 
seep  away;  but  the  cattle  rejoice  exceedingly. 
It  must  be  admitted,  however,  that  this  haj)- 
pens  extremely   seldom.     Generally  the  land 
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bakes  under  cloudless  skies  from  February  to 
June  and, the  earth  opens  in  cracks,  as  thougli 
gasjiing  for  breath. 

Brother  Schoonover  broke  his  ground  and 
planned  to  raise  a  bunii)€r  crop  of  corn,  the 
signs  being  propitious.     He  made  two  trips  to 
town,  three  days  each  way  by  wagon,  in  order 
to  make  all  ready.     Bowallopus  used  often  to 
see  him  toiling  long  after   sunset;   the  puma 
spent  many  hours  of  the  dark  in  sinister  vigil 
beyond  the  fence,  where  he  could  see  the  ligM 
burning   steadily   in   the  dugout.     Again   he 
would  prowl    completely    around    the   claim, 
keeping  always  off  the  Mire,  for  that  solitary 
strand   was   associated    with    man.     Once  he 
topped  the  hiU  back  of  the  home  in  late  after- 
noon, though  it  was  seldom  lie  went  abroad  in 
daylight,    and    hid    behind    a    boulder.     The 
Schoonover  baby  was  crawling  near  the  door, 
on  hands  and  knees.     Bowallopus  never  once' 
removed  his  gaze  from  him  in  a  full  hour. 
His  own  domestic  affairs  had  progressed  of 
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late.  Three  sons  had  l)cen  born  to  his  wife, 
wlio  hid  tliem  on  a  day  when  she  detected  a 
certain  glint  in  her  lord's  eyes.  l?owalloi)us 
discovered  their  hiding-place  anc'  slew  the  cubs 
and  ate  them. 

Rain  should  have  fallen  in  June,  but  it  did 
not.  July  i)assed,  and  the  country  quivered 
under  a  white  ball  that  was  the  sun.  The  cat- 
tle gave  u])  the  hopeless  Kght.  In  the  valley 
the  air  reeked  of  carcasses.  Brother  Schoon- 
over  finished  a  weary  day  in  his  waste  fields  in 
^Vugust,  and  said  to  his  wife : 

"Well,  Sally  Jo,  I  reckon  we'll  be  moving 
agin." 

"Xo,  no;  don't  say  so.  Have  we  really  got 
to  go,  Jed?  We're  always  moving.  This  is 
a  right  cruel  country,  ain't  it,  Jed?  Nowhere 
for  a  person  to  get  along  nice  and  (piiet." 

He  made  no  reply,  but  picked  his  son  from 
the  floor  and  set  him  on  his  knee.  Then  he 
stared  out  over  Iiis  bare  acres  and  began  to 
laugh. 
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"Don't,"  she  entreated.  "That's  awful.  It 
ain't  so  bad  as  tliat,  Jed." 

"We've  done  nothing  but  mo\-e  for  six  years, 
Sally  Jo.  Or  I  reckon  it's  nearer  eight,  count- 
ing them  over  in  the  Xations?  And  I  made 
certain  this  place  would  do  and  we'd  have  a 
home." 

"J"ed,"  she  said,  putting  a  hand  awkwardly 
on  his  shoulder.  "Can't  we  stay?  Ain't  there 
no  way?  Perhaps  you  could  get  a  job  some- 
wliere-with  the  Anvil  boys.  Oh,  anything, 
so's  we  don't  have  to  move  again.  It'H  be  so 
soon  now.     I'll  never  live  through  it,  I  know." 

He  eyed  her  anxiously,  dandling  the  baby 
the  while. 

"Tiiat's  one  of  the  reasons,"  he  said.  "You 
ought  to  be  near  where  a  doctor  can  be  got 
handy,  Sally  Jo.  Xo,  we'll  have  to  give  tWs 
up.  I'll  take  you  back  to  my  folks  for  the 
winter.  IVe  ought  for  to  be  there  anyway. 
The  or  man,  he's  getting  feeble,  and  first'thing 
we  know,  he'll  be  leaving  that  farm  to  Sam  in''- 
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stead  of  me,  Saily  Jo.     Cheer  up,  girl;  we'll 
find  another  place." 

"All  right,"  she  returned  hopelessly. 

Two  nigiits  later  they  made  camp  among 
giant  pines  in  the  valley.  The  mare  grazed 
near,  hohhled  to  prevent  her  straying. 
IJrothcr  Schoonovcr  lighted  the  fire  and  his 
wife  cooked  supper  of  hacon  and  hread  and 
coffee.  That  must  suffice  until  they  reached 
town — and  afterwards,  more  of  the  same  diet, 
for  the  family  treasury  was  down  to  eleven 
dollars. 

They  washed  the  pots  and  tin  plates,  and 
put  the  bahy  to  bed  in  the  wagon.  Then  the 
couple  knelt  down  and  Brother  Schoonovcr  of- 
fered n{)  a  ])raycr.  lie  always  j)raye(l  to  his 
Maker  in  a  loud  vciicc  before  retiring.  iuA oking 
benedictions  on  the  entire  worl  1  and  all  the 
dwellers  tiiereon.  Only  two  exceptions  did  he 
ever  make  and  lie  made  those  nligiously — 
nothing  eould  induce  him  to  intercede  for 
reigning  monarchs,  and  be  made  special  men- 
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tion  of  the  Republican  party  only  that  they 
mio-ht  be  excluded  from  the  general  benefits  to 
accrue. 

When  they  were  rising  to  their  feet,  Sally 
Jo  clutched  her  husband's  arm. 

"What's  that,  Jed?     There-back  of  them 
mesijuite." 

"1  cain't  see  nothing.     Where?" 
"Don't  you   see?     Look  along  my  finger. 
There,  it's  moving  again.     It  looks  like  a  doff 
.Jed."  ^' 

Her  luisband  saw  now  and  sucked  in  his 
'"•^•ath.  Oir  to  the  right  a  tawny  shape  flitted 
'■••<"»  I'lotch  of  shadow  to  screening  bush, 
J''*  "(ling  with  the  blurred  outline  of  tree  and 
rock. 

'Jrush,"  he  cautioned,  tiptoeing  to  the 
wagon. 

The  reliabj-  smooth-b„re  lay  on  the  scat. 
Hn.thcr  Scl..,„„„ver  slipped  the  shell  out  with- 
""»  .•«  s'.-MHJ  and  p„|  i„  ai..,ti„  r  loaded  with 
JHic-kshot.     That  dnn.,  he  lay  down  under  the 
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wagon  and  pretended  to  be  asleep,  but  tlie  gun 
protruded  tbrough  tbe  spokes  of  a  wheel  and 
the  Brother  oeeasionally  sighted  along  the  bar- 
rel. It  was  dark,  but  there  was  a  ])ale  glow 
from  the  stars,  wliieh  woi.ld  suffice  fur  the  work 
in  hand. 

"When  he  gits  in  line  with  that  pine  tree," 
he  murinurei!. 

A  mountain  lion  was  circling  the  camp.  He 
had  stuiuhled  u[)on  the  nester's  outfit  by  chance 
and  had  no  bus'jiess  there,  but  curiosity  beat 
down  doubts  and  caution,  lie  had  glimpsed 
till'  baby  near  the  lire  and  had  cringed  to  earth 
momentarily.  Now,  he  was  the  more  eager. 
The  sight  of  lite  couple  on  their  knees  and  the 
man's  harsh  tones  (ln.\e  him  back  a  few  yarils, 
and  he  had  inadvnfcntly  mncd  from  shadow 
while  one  might  count  three;  Imt  now  all  was 
(fuiet.  He  lay  in  the  glcoi)<  surveying  the 
cam{).  Tile  mare  cropped  the  grass  noisily 
on  the  far  side  and  llie  j)nma  detcrminrd  to 
take  a  cl(»s<'r  look  ovvv  thcic. 
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He  emerged  so  eerily  from  nowhere  that 
Brother  Schoonover  almost  doubted  his  senses 
when  he  saw  a  head  and  neck  between  the 
sights  in  li.ic  witli  the  tree.  Tliere  was  a  flash 
and  a  terrific  roar.  Brother  Schoonover  was 
knocked  backward  by  the  kick  of  the  gun,  and 
his  wife  cried  out.  The  baby  awoke  and 
squalled  in  affright. 

The  i)uma  made  a  convulsive  leap  high  into 
the  air,  hitting  out  blindly  with  his  mi-hty 
paws,  rie  came  down  with  claws  tearing  into 
the  earth,  and  whirled  about  aud  crouched  to 
meet  the  unseen  enemy.  Mrs.  Schoonover 
cowered  i?i  the  wagon,  covering  the  baby's  head 
with  her  apron  that  he  might  not  hear  the  up- 
rotj'. 

"I  got  you,  hey?"  Brother  Schoonover 
shouted,  Juvi(Misly  elated.  "Well,  here's  an- 
other (>r  till   same  kind." 

He  held  tlie  gnn  (irmly  against  his  shoulder 
and  sent  a  ehari;e  slraiiilil  bctneen  \]\v  eyes 
glaring  at  him  like  two  b\  ing  coals.     The  puma 
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lurched  forward  and  stretched  out.  fie 
coughed  once,  his  muscles  jerking;  then  stiff- 
ened. 

In  the  moniing,  a  mountain  h'on  lay  on  the 
edge  of  camp,  his  hide  riddled  witli  shot.  Still, 
he  was  very  handsome.  He  measured  eight 
feet  ten  inches  from  the  tip  of  his  nose  to  tip 
of  tail,  and  his  wciglit  could  not  have  been  less 
than  two  hundred  and  forty  pounds. 

While  his  mother  prepared  breakfast  and 
his  father  watered  and  harnessed  the  mare,  the 
Scboonover  baby  inspected  the  creature.  He 
pulled  its  ears  and  kicked  it  with  fine  deliber- 
ation on  the  point  of  the  nose. 

"Do  you  aim  to  leave  it  here,  brother 
Scboonover?"  his  wilV  asked,  when  they  were 
ready  to  set  forward. 

"Shore.  The  hide  ain't  no  good  at  this  sea- 
son. And  he's  shot  all  to  bits.  Do  vou  know. 
Sally  Jo.  I  got  a  idea  this  is  the  same  ol' 
mountain  hue  what  found  our  son  f  It's  like 
lies  the  same  one  that  eal  the  p(»rc  liT  Mexi- 
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can,  too,  don't  you  reckon?    Ol'  Bowallopus?" 
"It     wouldn't     surprise     me     none,"     she 

answered,     and     shuddered.     Her     husband 

spurned  the  carcass  with  his  boot. 

Tliey  got  under  way.     High  up  in  the  sky 

a])peared  two  black  specks.     Brother  Schoon- 

ovcr  pointed  to  them. 

"They'll  rip  him  to  pieces  in  no  time.     But 

we'll  keep  the  claws  and  whiskers  and  the  end 

of  his  tail  for  the  baby  to  play  with.     Hey, 

Sally  Jo?" 

The  specks  grew  larger.  Soon  they  showed 
as  birds,  hovering  on  effortless  wings  above 
the  camping  ground.  Brother  Schooii(,ver 
whacked  the  mare  in  liigli  glee,  and  they  set 
oul  again  on  thcii-  j)ilgrimage. 

Before  they  had  gone  half  a  mile,  the  buz- 
zards shot  from  tiie  blue  vault  to  earth. 
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ALL  this  Jiappencd    in   the   Bad  Year, 
which  was  not  so  many  months  ago. 
'"The  outfit   issued    daily    from    their 
camps— riding  hog,  skinning  cattle  and  driv- 
ing in  the  helpless  to  the  home  pastures  to  be 
fed  on  oil-cake  and  alfalfa.     The  cows  were 
walking  skeletons,  wild  of  eye,  ready  to  wheel 
in  impotent  anger  on  their  rescuers;  or  sink- 
ing weakly  to  the  grou?ul  at  the  least  urging, 
never  to  rise   again.     Every  creek  was  dry. 
Springs  thai   were  held  eternal  became  slimy 
mudholes   and    a    trap.     A    well-grown   man 
could  easily  stej)  across  the  San  Pedro,  oozing 
sluggishly  past  mauled  carcasses. 

\\'herever  one  rode  he  found  bones  of  hap- 
less creatures,  or  starved  cows  stretelied  Hat  on 
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their  sides,  Malting  for  death  to  end  their  suf- 
ferings. And  tlie  flies  settled  in  sickening, 
heavii.g  chisters.  Eaeli  mire  held  its  victim. 
Wobhly-k'gged  calves  wandered  over  the 
range,  crying  for  mothers  that  could  never 
come.  And  the  sun  blazed  down  out  of  a  pale 
sky. 

Even  the  saving  mesquite  in  the  draws  and 
on  the  ridges  was  failing  as  sustenance;  of 
grass  there  was  none.  The  country  lay  bleak 
and  gasping  from  Tombstone  to  the  border. 
Xot  even  a  desert  cow,  accustomed  to  slake  her 
water  hunger  by  chewing  cactus,  could  have 
long  survived  such  blighting  months.  How 
we  prayed  for  rain ! 

IManuel  Salazar  gave  heed  to  the  comet 
where  he  lay  on  his  tarj),  and  crossed  himself  to 
avert  the  death-curse  which  was  come  u\Hm  the 
land.  This  weird  luminary  portended  dire 
events  and  .Manuel  began,  like  a  prudent  man, 
U)  take  thought  of  his  religion.  There  might 
he  nothing  in  religion,  as  Chico  contended;  but 
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a  man  never  knows,  and  it  Is  the  part  of  wis- 
dom  to  be  on  the  safe  side. 

Then,  one  evening,  when  the  mountains  were 
taking  (,„  their  bhie  sheen  and  the  beauty  of 
these  vast  stretehes  smote  one  with  a  feeling 
akin  to  pain,  Arehie  Smith  rode  up  to  head- 
quartei.  and  tossed  a  human  hand  on  the 
poreh. 

"lM)und  it  in  the  far  eorner  of  the  Zacaton 
Bottom/'  he  said. 

Jim  Floyd  recognized  it  at  once  by  the  tri- 
angular scar  on  the  palm.  The  hand  had 
been  gnawed  off  cleanly  at  the  wrist.  Floyd 
wrapped  the  gruesome  thing  in  a  sack,  wishful 
to  give  it  decent  interment  when  opportunity 
should  offer. 

"It's  or  man  Greer's,"  he  said.  "You  re- 
member ol'  man  Greer?  He  used  to  dig  post- 
lioles  for  the  Lazy  L.  Where's  the  rest  of 
him,  Smith?" 

"i  aim  to  go  and  see.  Ki-yotcs  eat  him  up, 
don't  you  reckon,  Jim?" 
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"It  sure  looks  that  way.  Pore  oV  Greer— 
he  could  dig  pestholes  right  quick,"  the  hoss 
answered. 

What  Archie  found  of  tlie  digger  of  post- 
holes  established  nothing  of  the  manner  of 
death.  Eoth  arms  were  gone  and  wolves  had 
dragged  the  body;  hence,  there  was  no  real 
argument  against  the  theory  that  old  man 
Greer,  who  indulged  a  taste  for  fcqnila,  had 
sustained  a  fall  from  his  horse  and  had  per- 
ished miserably  within  sight  of  the  ranch.  Yet 
Archie  found  this  hard  to  believe.  Wolves  do 
not  crush  in  the  skull  of  a  man,  and  it  was  the 
cowboy's  conviction  that  anyone  could  fall  off 
Ilardtimes,  the  digger's  mount,  twice  or  thrice 
a  day  with  no  other  injury  than  the  blow  to 
his  pride. 

Two  days  later  Manuel  Salazar  bi-ought  in 
Greer's  horse,  shockingly  gaunt  and  worried, 
and  swelled  as  to  the  head,  Jiut  what  inter- 
ested the  outfit,  when  the  saddle  and  bridle  had 
heen  remove<i  I'rom  Ilardtimes,  were  long,  par- 
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allel  wales  jilong  neck  and  flank.  Archie  pro- 
nounced them  to  be  tlie  marks  of  a  horse's 
teeth. 

''That  (lon'l  sliow  anythiii<r.  He  wandered 
off  and  got  into  a  fin-ht  witli  another  liorse," 
Floyd  asserted.  "Yes,  sir;  it's  like  that  he 
done  just  that." 

After  which  he  dismissed  the  unfortunate 
Greer  from  his  mind.     Tlie  outfit  shook  its 
head  and    expressed    sorrow    for    the    lonely 
digger,  but  opined  that  his  fate  surely  went  to 
show  how  injurious  steaily  application  to  te- 
quila  could  be,  more  especially  in  cruel  weather. 
The  ^Mexicans,  and   the   nesters   in   outlying 
parts,  were  not  satisfied  with  the  explanation 
put  forward.     They  discussed  the  mvsterv  dur- 
iiig  protracted  pauses  in  work  and  in  the  dark 
of  the  night.     \Mien  two  men  met  on  a  trail 
and  halted  to  pass  the  time  of  day,  old  man 
Creer  was  the  subject  of  talk.     There  were 
rumors    of   a    snug    fortune   the   digger    had 
amassed  and  buried -sixty-six  thousand  dol- 
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lars  in  gold,  it  was.  Joe  Toole,  who  made  a 
nice,  comf(  rtable  li^'illg  by  systematic  theft  of 
calves  from  the  cattle  company,  did  not  hesi- 
tate to  liint  that  (Jrcer  had  died  a  victim  to 
its  professional  gun-figliter  for  reasons  best 
known  to  tlie  rieii  corp(,>ration ;  but,  then,  Joe 
was  prejudiced.  Soon  tlie  death  grew  to  a 
murder,  and  no  man  not  of  white  ])loo(l  would 
ride  the  Zacaton  Bottom  after  nightfall. 

Tommy  Floyd  talked'  of  these  and  other 
matters  to  his  father  as  the  boss  was  feeding 
Ajjaclie. 

"Pshaw!"  Floyd  said  contemptuously. 
"Don't  you  put  no  stock  in  them  stories. 
Tommy,  boy.  Some  people  in  this  licre  coun- 
try can  smell  a  skunk  when  they  sight  a  dead 
tree." 

"But  what  do  you  guess  killed  him.  Dad?" 

"I  don't  know,  son.  I  sure  wish  I  did,"  was 
the  troubled  rc])ly. 

He  punched  A})ac]ie  in  the  ribs  to  make  him 
move  over.     The  huge  jack  laid  back  his  ears 
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and  his  tail  whisked  threateningly,  but  he  gave 
place    with    an    awkward    flop,    and    iToyd 
laughed.     Others  might  fear  Apache,  but  he 
knew  there  was  not  the  least  particle  of  vicious- 
ness  lurking  in  that  hanimerlike  head.     Of  all 
the  ranch  possessions—blooded  horses,  thor- 
oughbred Ilerefords  and  cowponies-he  liked 
the  jack  best.     It  pandered  to  his  vanity  that 
others  should  avoid  the  monster,  or  approach 
him  in  diffidence,  with  suspicion  and  anxiety; 
and,  in  trutli.  Apache's  appearance  v  as  suf- 
ficiently ai)palJing.     Great  as  was  his  blue-gray 
bulk,  it  was  dwarfed  by  the  ponderous  head; 
his  knees  were  large  and  l)ulbou.,  and  when  he 
opened  his  mouth  to  bray,  laying  bare  the  pow- 
erful teeth,  Apaclie  was  a  spectacle  to  scare 
the  intrepid.     Horses  would  run  at  sight  of 
liim;  an  entire  pasture  would  s.pieal  with  fear 
and  flee  on  hk  approach.     Yet  there  was  not  a 
gentler  animal  to  handle  in  the  million  acres 
of  the  com])any's  range. 

Toward  the  fag-end  of  a  day  Tommy  was 
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eating  panocha  on  the  steps  of  the  porch,  a 
favorite  diversion  with  liiin.  AVhile  removing 
some  particles  thereof  from  liis  cheek,  in  the 
region  of  liis  ear,  he  espied  liis  fatlier  riding 
homeward  from  the  Zacaton  Bottom.  Some- 
tliaig  in  the  Avay  the  hoss  swayed  in  the  saddle 
l)rought  Tommv's  head  \\\)  alertlv.  Fh)vd  was 
clinging  to  the  horn  and  the  reins  trailed  on  the 
ground.  The  hoy  threw  liis  crust  away  and 
ran  to  meet  him.  A  dozen  yanls  from  the 
liouse  the  horse  stoi)ped,  as  though  he  knew 
that  tlie  end  of  the  journey  had  come  for  his 
master. 

"That  hlack  devil,  Tommy!"  his  father 
gasped,  and  lurched  outward  and  to  the 
ground. 

Two  of  the  hoys  came  running  and  hore 
Floyd  to  his  hed.  That  he  had  ."ontrived  to 
ride  home  filled  them  with  wonder  at  his  e)i- 
durance  and  fortitude— nearly  the  whole  of  his 
right  .side  wps  torn  uwa\-.  one  arm  swunu' 
limply,  and  there  were  ragged    cuts    on    the 


•>'j~ 


THE    UNTA.MED 

head,     'loiiuny  hovered  near,  crying  to  him  to 
open  his  eyes. 

The  hoss  never  rcf^^ained  conseiou-ness,  and 
died  at  midnight. 

A  Mexican  doctor  v.as  summoned  from  a 
horder  village— his  American  conipctitor  was 
off  ill  the  Dragoons,  assisting  at  an  i»icrease  to 
tli'J  i)opulation.  After  a  rnimitc  examination 
Ihe  man  of  medicine  announced  that  five  rihs 
w<  re  hroken.  It  was  his  opinion  that  Senor 
Kloyd  hud  met  with  an  accident,  fro-  :  the 
cflVcts  of  which  lie  had  passed  away.  Xo- 
hody  was  inclined  to  dispute  this  fijidino- 
"Something  done  troiuped  lum,"  Dan 
Ilarkey  asserted.  "It's  liUe  one  of  them  hulls 
got  into  the  Hottom  and  went  for  him  vhcn 
he  gut  down  tu  dnnk." 

"Xo,"  said  .\rcliie  |)ositively ;  "a  hull  couldn't 
have  ton  liim  up  that  way.  It  looks  to  mc 
like  teeth  done  that." 

'J'lun  T(.nimy  awoke  fn.ui  the  henund)cd 
state  in  which  ne  had  moved  since  the  tragedy 
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and  repeated  b!s  father's  dying  words.  They 
were  very  simple  of  interpretation.  A  ])hick 
man  had  drifted  into  the  eountry  Jrom  eastern 
Texas,  and  lived,  an  outeast,  on  a  plaee  not  fif- 
teen miles  from  head(juarters.  It  ^^•as  well 
knoMT.  that  Floyd  had  had  trouble  with  him, 
being  possessed  of  an  aggressive  contem])t  for 
negroes,  and  twiee  had  made  threats  to  run  the 
newcomer  off. 

'A  nigrah  eouid  easy  have  beat  him  \  that- 
awny,  Dan  deelared.  "A  nigrah  eould  do 
most  anything.  fes,  sir;  he  heal  liim  to  (kalh 
—that's  what  he  done.  It's  like  he  used  that 
okl  hoe  f»f  his'n." 

Word  of  tiie  killing  Hew  over  the  land  in  the 
marvelous  fashion  news  is  carried  in  the  eow- 
eountry.  "W'ith.n  twelve  Iiours  men  knew  of  it 
irf  the  most  remote  canons  of  the  Tluaehucas, 
and  a  party  ol"  nine  set  forth  from  bcM.h^uar- 
tcrs.  I  Jut  somebody  had  carried  wm'  Mig,  for 
the  lonely  hut  was  untenanted  and  the  door 
swujig  loose  on  its  rawhide  hinges. 
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Tlicy  buried  Floyd  on  top  of  a  liill  wlicre  the 
^^hu]  liad  a  free  sweep,  and  piled  a  few  stones 
atop.  Tommy  fashioned  a  eross  out  of  two 
rough  hoards;  and  the  boss  sleeps  there  to-day. 
The  sheriff  was  deei)Iy  stirred  and  had  notices 
posted  throughout  the  territory. 

!?-'50    II F, WARD 

For  the  arrest,  .Ic.ul  or  ali\c,  of  the  man  who  brutally 
inurdcnMl  J.miks  Floy.l,  l,o>s  of  the  TiimMing  K,  .sixteen 
miles  from  lu-re,  some  time  yesterday  eveninp.  This  man  is 
supposed  to  l)e  a  rir-ni;  almut  forty  years  of  age;  blaek; 
about  .six  feet  in  htiKlit  and  weJKhing  elosc  to  two  hundred 
iMiiinds.     Has  ,i  razor  .m  ar  above  the  left  car. 

He  lias  in  his  possession  n  ..'W  caliber  autoloading  rifle,  Vo. 
.WOG.  and  a  M-'M  pistol.  Me  may  be  riding  a  sorrel  horse 
Mitb  a  roa«  lied  niani',  branded  !>:5  on  left  hip. 

This  crime  is  „„.•  of  the  uu»\.  dastardly  in  the  criminal 
annals  of  th,-  Territnry.  and  T  earnestly  „rge  every  ofTifrr 
nnd  other  ,..rson  receiving  this  circular  to  do  everything  in 
his  |)„uer  to  ctTcel  the  capture  of  this  human  fiend. 

The  above  rew.ird  i>  only  a  pr.iiiiiinary  reward,  which 
nny  Ih-  increaed  I.f.r  to  „„e  tbnusmd  dollars,  when  Uic 
governor,    uilh   whom    the   matter   will   he  taken    up,   is   heard 

frnMI. 

Wire  „,e  if  ,.,„y  Mispe.l  is  arreteii.  or  if  any  information 
is  ..blamed   uliab^er  voneerning  tins  n-gro,  ut  my  expense. 

240 


77,.-  Innrhj  I, lit  ini.s  nut,  h,i>iff,l 


[ 


THE    MAMvILLER 

Two  months  passed,  and  nothing  was  heard 
or  seen  of  the  hlack  man.     The  rains  lield  off. 
North  and  east  tlie  ranges  were  dehiged.     A 
bh'ght  api)eared  to  have  fallen  upon  the  Tum- 
bling- K.     The  land  grew  a  shade  grayer,  the 
dust  spurts  whirled  in  gleeful,  savage*  dance, 
and  the  cattle  gave  up  the  effort  of  living  and 
lay  domi  to  die.     All  that  the  hoys  could  do 
was  to  distribute  salt  and  feed  and  work  fran- 
tically to   maintain    the    water    su|>ply.     The 
emaciated  brutes  would  eat  of  the  oil-c-ake  and 
hay,  and  sweat  profusely  on   the    nose,    then 
stiffen  out  and  expire  with  a  sigji.     Those  that 
clung  to  life  carried  swollen  under-jaws  from 
the  strain  of  tearing  at  the  short  grass. 

"Poor  bastard!"  Archie  grunted,  taih^ng  up  a 
cow  he  had  already  helped  to  her  feet  three 
tmies.  "It  fair  makes  a  man  sick  at  the  sUun- 
n.ick  to  see  'em.  Here,  yon  d.;gg(>ne  of  she- 
(^cvil!  Why  don't  you  try  for  to  help  your- 
self? Up  you  come!  That's  il;  try  to  "hook 
me." 
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It  was  no  use.  He  shot  licr  wlicrc  slic  lay, 
and  skinned  her.  Then,  ^^ith  the  wet  hide' 
dra-oi'M,^  at  the  end  of  a  rope  and  her  ealf 
tlirown  over  Ihe  fork  of  the  saddle,  he  set  out 
for  hrad(innrters.  The  orplian  was  a  lusty 
younosUr.  and  Areliie  nia.Ie  him  many  prom- 
ises, aeeompanied  l)y  niany  stran-e  oaths. 

"I^iT  dooy,"  lie  said,  "m  fin,!  a  mammv  for 
yon  to-nioht  if  1  i„ve  to  tie  up  tlie  old  milch 
cow.  Do  yo„  think  you  ean  suck  a  mileli  eow, 
•looy?  Sure  you  ean.  Man  alive,  feel  of  him 
kiek!  lie's  a  stout  rascal.  Yoiril  he  a  fine 
steer  some  day,  dogy." 

On  a  hlaek-dark  ni-ht  flaniis  leaped  ahove 
the  rim  of  the  mountain,  and  the  Tumhlhi^r  K 
were  roused  from  hcl  to  -r,  n.Hh  with  wet 
sacks,  and  ra-e  in  their  hearts,  for  tj,c  snmi  of 
humanity  who  Mo.dd  lire  a  range.  Twenty-six 
hours  in  the  saddle  and  six  more  fiohtin-  the 
leapino-,  treacherous  enemy:  then  two  hours  of 
sweating  sleep  on  saddle-hlankefs  heside  their 
'">'''>led  horses,  aiul  hack  a  score  of  miles  on 
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desperate  trails  for  fresli  iiiniints — three  sep- 
arate times  thej'  beat  out  the  Waze  witli  sacks 
and  back-fi]-ini>-.  Once  more,  risiim  lieavv- 
lidded  and  drip])ing  from  tlic  stupor  of  utter 
exliaustiou,  they  saw  it  lickiun-  hungrily 
throunh  the  (iap.  Xo  unlucky  cioarette-stub 
thro^rn  amid  parched  grass,  no  abandoned 
campfire,  had  done  this.  It  was  the  deliber- 
ate work  of  an  enemy. 

Orders  came  to  move  the  cattle  down  into  the 
valley,  lest  they  perish  to  the  last  h(u-n,  to  the 
last  torn  hoof. 

"It'll  take  you  three  days  to  move  'em  ten 
miles,"  the  manager  said;  "but  never  mind. 
I^ase  'cm.  Ease  'em  careful.  Tlie  man  who 
yells  at  a  cow,  or  pushes  her  along,  gets  his 
time  right  there.  The  oidy  real  way  to  handle 
cattle  is  to  let  'em  do  what  they  want  and  work 
'cm  ns  you  can.     TJiink  that  over,  Imys." 

Manuel  Snlazar  remembered  this  warning  as 
he  njovcd  his  liroil  liorse  at  a  snail's  pace  behind 
a  bunch  of  sick  ones  in  the  Zacaton   IJottom. 
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Manuel  made  twenty  dollars  a  month  with  con- 
summate ease,  working  only  seven  days  in  the 
M-eek  and  only  thirteen  hours  a  day;  and  he 
would  not  throw  his  joh  away  lightly.  There- 
fore he  permitted  the  gaunt  cows  to  straggle 
as  pleased  them,  humming  to  himself  while  they 
nihbled  at  tufts  here  and  there.  If  one  turned 
its  head  to  look  at  liim  it  fell  from  sheer  weak- 
ness; therefore  he  held  aloof.  So  the  sad  pro- 
cession crept  along. 

It  was  in  :Manuers  mind  to  save  a  mile  by 
moving  the  bunch  through  the  horse  pasture. 
He  put  them  through  the  gate  with  no  trouble 
and  was  dreamily  planning  how  he  might  steal 
back  a  hair  rope  Chico  had  stolen  from  him, 
when  the  quirt  slipped  out  of  his  fingers.  The 
\a(iuero  got  down  to  pick  it  from  the  gr.)und. 
"Hi!  Hi!"  he  yelled  in  panic,  and  ducked 
just  in  time. 

A  black  shape  towered  above  him,  striking 
with  forefeet,  reaching  fV)r  the  iiimble  Manuel 
with  \s  teeth.     Its  mouth  yawned  agape,  Sal- 
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tv/.ar  swore  he  could  have  rammed  a  hird  bucket 
into  it.  The  vaciuero  swerved  from  under  the 
deadly  hoof's  and  hit  out  blindly  with  the  quirt. 
Tho-  stallion  screamed  his  rage  for  the  first  time 
and  lunged  at  him,  head  swinging  low,  the  lips 
flicking  back  from  the  ferocious  teeth.  3Ian- 
uel  seized  a  stone,  put  to  his  hand  by  the  blessed 
saints,  and  hurled  it  with  precision,  striking  the 
horse  on  the  nose.  JNHdnight  blared  from  pain 
and  shook  his  royal  mane  in  fury,  but  the 
shock  stayed  him  and  Salazar  gained  his  horse. 

"Xow,"  he  yelled,  pulling  his  gun  and 
maneuvering  his  mount  that  he  might  be 
ready  to  flee,  "come  on,  you!  You  want  to 
figlit  ?     That's  music  to  me." 

Ihit  ^Midnight  did  not  want  to  fight.  He 
had  emi)!()yed  craft  in  stealing  upon  the  man, 
and  now  he  moved  off  sulkily,  the  whites  of 
bis  eyes  rolled  back,  a  thin  stream  of  blood 
trickling  from  his  muzzle.  Salazar  longed  to 
shoot  holes  through  his  shiny  black  hide,  but 
contented  himself  with  abuse  instead.     Was 

'24.5 


THE   UXTAMED 

not  the  stallion  worth  five  thousand  dollars? 
Who  was  he— Manuel,  a  poor  vaquero— to  be 
considered  in  the  same  thought  with  so  noble  a 
beast  ? 

"Tommy,"  he  said  as  he  jnsaddled  at  head- 
quarters, "I've  found  who  killed  your  pore 
father.  Yes,  and  old  man  Greer,  too.  Don't 
look  so  pale,  Tommy." 

Tommy  stalked  into  the  manager's  offiee  next 
forenoon,  a  very  soljmn  and  very  determined, 
if  a  short  and  somewhat  dirty  figure.  He  was 
white  under  his  f  reekles.  and  he  talked  through 
his  teeth,  jerkily,  his  eves  fixed  unwaveringly 
on  the  manager's  fac 

"Midnight !"  the  manager  exelaimed. 
"Nonsense!  Why,  he  wouldn't  harm  a  fly. 
That  horse  would  never  kill  a  man.  He's 
worth  five  thousand  dollars.  Since  we  got  him 
from  Kentucky,  Uvo  years  ago,  a  woman  could 
hanche  him.  Tommy,  hoy.  Salazar  must  have 
been  teasing  him.  You-11  have  to  look  some- 
^\here  else,  Tounny." 
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"Von  mean  you  ain't  going  to  do  nothing, 
Mr.  Clmlmers?"  Tommy  asked  in  a  dry  voice. 

"Of  course  not.  :\iidniglit?  Impossihle. 
Why.  that  horse  "  worth  five  thousand  dollars. 
lie  couldn't  have  i..)ne  it." 

Tommy  wont  back  home  very  slowly.  Tliat 
night  he  sai  beside  Manuel's  candle  and  cleaned 
and  oiled  a  sawed-off  .25-30  rifle,  inherited 
from  the  man  who  slept  on  the  hill.  Salazar 
smoked  lazily  and  watched  him  through  droop- 
ing  hds.  The  hoy  finished  his  task  and  leaned 
forward  on  ^he  stool,  staring  at  the  tiny  flame, 
the  weapon  across  his  knees. 

or  what  avail  to  shoot  .Midnight?  Of 
course  it  would  he  easy.  Tommy  had  ac- 
quireil  some  degree  of  skill  by  blowing  the 
heads  off  chickens  Mhenever  any  were  desired 
for  the  dimier-table,  and  he  felt  assured  that  at 
two  hundred  yards  he  could  pick  off  the  stal- 
lion with  one  pressure  of  his  flnger.  It  would 
l>c  mere  child's  work  to  distinguish  .Mi.'  light 
from  the  mares,  even  on  the  murkiest  night. 
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IJut,  after  all— had  the  stallion  done  the  kill- 
ing? He  had  only  Manuel's  experienee  and 
suspicions  to  go  on.  Moreover,  it'  he  took 
punishment  into  his  own  hands  they  might 
throw  him  into  a  jail.  Midnight  was  worth 
five  thousand  dollars:  assuredly  Mr.  Chalmers 
Mould  east  Tommy  out  into  the  world  to  shift 
for  himself.  He  put  the  rifle  hack  under  his 
hunk. 

Very  discreetly  Tommy  entered  the  horse 
pasture  at  sunup — he  had  heen  unahle  to  sleep 
for  scheming — and  made  his  way  down  the 
mile-long  fence  toward  the  corner  where  the 
mares  usually  grazed  at  that  hour.  He  had  a 
six-shooter  in  his  pocket  for  an  emergency,  but 
he  hojjed  that  he  would  not  use  it.  Midnight 
sighted  him  and  stood  rigid  a  full  minute, 
twenty  paces  in  advance  of  the  mares,  gazing 
at  the  boy.  He  was  a  regal  animal;  Tommy 
thought  he  had  never  seen  so  glorious  a  horse. 
Then  the  stalhon  advanced  with  mincing  steps, 
Ills    head    bobbing,   the    ears   laid   back.     He 
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sidled  nearer,  wilhout  haste,  whinny  softly. 
The  hoy  waited  until  he  was  a  dozen  feet  dis- 
tant, then  threw  himself  flat  and  rolled  under 
the  harhed-wire  fence.  With  a  rending  sereani 
.Midnio-ht  reared  and  plunned  for  him,  his  fore- 
feet battering  the  ground  where  Tommy  had 
fallen.  He  tore  at  the  earth  in  discomfiture 
and  wrath,  and  raved  up  and  down  on  the 
other  side  of  the  fence,  liis  nostrils  flaring,  his 
eyes  a  glare  of  demoniacal  hate.  Tommy  sur- 
veyed him  in  deathly  quiet. 

The  dark  came  warm,  with  puffs  of  hot 
^^■ind,  so  that  the  Tumbling  K  men  reviled  the 
discomfort  joyously,  since  it  presaged  rain. 
So  long  as  the  cold  nights  endured  there  could 
be  no  relief.  Tommy  slipped  from  the  bunk- 
honse  for  a  breath  of  air,  though  it  was  past 
I)edtime  and  they  had  told  him  to  turn  in. 

"Apache!"  he  called  in  a  low  tone,  gliding 
into  the  stall. 

The  jack  cocked  his  monstrous  cars  and  lis- 
tened, knowing  well  the  voice.     Tommy  put  a 


THE  uxta:med 

halter  over  his  head  and  opciicd  the  stall  door. 
It  was  gnawed  and  searrcd  l)y  xVpaehe's  teeth 
and  hoofs,  and  the  l)oy  wrenched  it  from  the 
hinges  and  laid  it  aslant  on  tiie  ground. 

"Vou  done  hust  your  way  out,  Apaelie," 
he  whispered.  "You  hear  nie,  you  ol'  dev- 
il?" 

He  led  him  out  into  the  corral  and  thence 
into  the  lane,  talking  softly  as  they  went. 
Apache  raised  his  nose  and  sniffed  of  the  wind. 
When  Ihey  reached  tlie  horse  pasture  the  l;oy 
tore  out  the  strands  of  wire  at  a  spot  near  the 
corner  of  the  fence. 

"Vou  was  fond  of  my  D-.id,  wasn't  you, 
^Apache?"  Tonuny  ,|uavered,  working  with 
nervoi's  fingers  to  unluickle  the  halter.  "Then 
go  to  il. 

The  jack  required  no  ])id(ling.  Tie 
wronelied  free  and  stepped  carefully  over  the 
wire  into  Midnight's  domain.  Apache  i.tver 
did  anything  in  ill-judgvd  haste.  A  hlur,  two 
hundred  vardsotr,  attracted  him  and  lie  headed 
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toward  It  c  ^x;erly.  A  moment,  and  he 
stopped;  then  went  forward  with  caution. 

r>Iidniglit  had  seen  him  coming.  He  trotted 
out  from  his  band  of  mares  and  halted  ex- 
pectantly. Next  instant  he  had  recognized 
Apache  for  what  he  was,  and  shrilled  a  chal- 
lenge. The  jack  brayed  like  a  fiend  and  went 
forward  slowly  to  meet  him. 

Now,  a  capable  jack  can  whip  any  stallion 
that  ever  breathed.  1 1  is  really  an  education  to 
watch  a  jack  like  the  mighty  Apache  tight. 
There  exists  the  same  difference  between 
the  methods  of  a  stallion  and  a  jack  as  between 
tlunse  of  a  nervous  amateur  boxer  and  the  sea- 
soned champion.  A  jack  has  no  fcr.r  that  any- 
one can  detect,  and  is  [)ractically  insensible  to 
pain  ()?ie  can  «ee  at  a  glance  what  an  advan- 
tage tliis  gives  him  over  an  opponent  with  any 
lingering  })redilection  for  I(>'ig<'vity. 

^Vlso,  a  jack  never  fights  for  glory,  never 
fights  for  the  gallerv.  Ilis  sole  ol)ject  is  to 
win.     Wherefore,  no  idle  and  frivolous  pranc- 
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ing  al)out  for  liim — no  swift  rush  in,  a  blind 
striking  with  hoofs,  a  tearing  with  the  teeth, 
then  out  again.  A  jack  is  not  constructed  that 
way.  Fighting  is  a  business — a  serious,  albeit 
a  pleasurable,  business;  and  he  attends  to  that 
side  of  it  with  passionate  singleness  of  purj)Ose. 
lie  will  watch  his  opi)ortunity  with  the  alert 
coolness  of  the  professional,  wasting  not  an 
ounce  of  energy.  When  the  opening  comes  he 
goes  to  it  like  the  stroke  of  a  rattler,  gets  his 
grip  a  d  shuts  his  eyes  :'Md  hangs  on.  There 
is  considerable  of  the  bulldog  in  a  jack,  and  if 
lie  is  to  be  gotttii  oil*  at  all,  one  must  pry  him 
ofl'  with  a  crowbar;  in  fact,  next  to  a  Shetland 
stallion,  which  is  the  darlingest  little  fighter 
that  ever  tore  at  an  enemy's  ribs,  nothing  more 
instructive  can  be  witnessed  than  a  full-sized 
jack  in  a  fair  field  and  no  intcrru])iions. 

iVpadic  had    fought    before — many,    many 

times.     Th.ercfore  he   made   for  the  foe  wilh 

•ireumspeetion,  his  head  jeiking  sideways,  his 

tail  tucked,  cars  laid  ll;».t  on  his  neck,  and  his 
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feet  barely  toucliing  the  ground,  so  lightly  did 
his  ten^e  muscles  carry  him.  One  evil  eye 
measured  the  giant  horse  with  veiiomous  com- 
posure. 

Vastly  different  was  i^Iidnight's  atta(k. 
The  stallion  had  pluck  to  -pr  e,  but  his  temper 
Avas  overhasty  and  his  skill  slight.  Rage  for- 
ever clouded  his  judgment  in  encounter.  lie 
had  learned  only  one  plan  of  battle  and  that 
was  to  rusli  and  bear  down  liis  opponent. 
There  was  his  rival.  He  would  kill  him. 
Midnight's  was  a  simple  creed. 

His  harsh  scream  rent  the  night  silence,  and 
the  fight  was  on.  Another  horse  would  have 
circled  so  formidable  an  adversan>'  in  an  en- 
deavor to  create  an  opening,  l)ut  the  bhick's 
tem])er  was  too  imperious  for  delay.  Straight 
Avas  his  rush.  He  bore  down  on  the  jack  at 
the  top  of  bis  si)ced,  his  wonderful,  suj)ple  body 
a-qiiiver  with  eagerness  and  anger. 

Then  Ai)acbe  did  u  remarkable  thing — i' 
thing  almost  human  in  ing'  -.uity.     What  Apa- 
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t'he  didn't  know  about  ti^litinnj  is  best  forgot- 
ten. Swerving  ever  so  sliglitly  as  tbe  black 
caiiie,  he  lungcw  to  meet  him,  crasliing  shoulder 
to  shoulder  willi  all  the  strength  of  his  tough 
sinews  behind  the  impact.  Hit  sideways, 
taken  off'  his  balance,  the  force  of  ]Midnight's 
own  charge  contributed  to  his  overthrow. 
Dov,n  he  tumbled,  scrambling  with  his  feet  as 
he  fell,  lie  fore  his  body  touched  the  ground, 
the  jack  whiilcd  and  lashed  with  both  heels  into 
his  sides.  >Vith  the  same  appalling  speed, 
Apache  drove  for  the  throat  of  his  prostrate 
enemy,  secured  his  grip  and  shut  his  eyes, 
wrenching  frenziedly  from  side  to  side  and  up- 
ward. 

It  is  well  not  to  tell  further  what  Apache 
did  to  tlie  maiikiller.  A  jack  has  about  as 
nuicb  St  use  of  mercy  as  he  has  of  fear,  and 
lie  has  ne\  er  been  taught  any  rules  of  warfare. 
When  hv  gels  his  ciiemy  wlicre  his  enemy 
M'ouhl  hke  to  get  him,  he  does  his  utmost  to  ob- 
literate liini  from  the  face  of  the  earth.     So  it 
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M-as  that  next  day  the  Tumbling  K  men  were 
barely  able  to  recognize  the  Kentucky  stallion 
in  the  torn,  l)roken,  black  pulp  they  found  in 
the  horse  pasture. 

All  night  long  Apache  ])rayc<l  and  screeched. 
The  noise  of  hi^  triumph  would  set  a  soul  to 
quaking.  I  pierced  ALanuel's  dreams  and  he 
mutter  1  in  his  sleep  a  j)rayer  for  protection 
from  the  Evi'  One.  The  jack  pranced  around 
and  around  his  victim,  and  up  and  down  the 
jxisture,  wild  with  the  joy  of  l)attle,  magnificent 
in  his  sui)erb  strength  and  the  pride  of  victory. 
Toward  dawn  he  abandoned  the  carcass  and 
dro\  0  ofT  the  terror-stricken  mares  as  the  just 
s})()ils  of  the  conqueror. 

Big  white  clouds  bo-^ed  up  bacK  jf  the  moun- 
tains tliat  afternoon,  with  a  stiff  wind  f-om  the 
southeast  behind  them;  and  at  sunset  the  heav- 
ens opened  of  tiieir  blessed  treasure.  >ranuel 
and  Tommy  lay  in  the  bunkhousc  listening  to 
the  thunder  of  rain  on  the  soil  roof.  A  burro 
came  to  the  door  and  poked  his  patient  head 


li 


'2.'^r) 


■if 


THE    UNTAMED 

inside,  seeking  \»^armth  and  a  friendly  dry 
spot. 

"Come  in!"  cried  Manuel  cheerily.  "Take 
a  chair.  Tommy,  give  him  your  bed.  Ain't 
that  music,  though?  Hark!  Oh,  the  cattle! 
Can't  you  see  them  soaking  in  it,  hoy?" 

A  yellow  mongrel  ousted  the  doubtful  burro 
from  the  doorway  and  Ix^gan  nosing  about  for 
a  place  to  rest  his  uneasy  rump.  The  roof  was 
leaking  in  strong,  hearty  streams,  and  Salazar 
sprawled  on  his  back.  Icttiiig  the  water  run  on  to 
his  chest.  He  was  smiling  placidly.  Tommy 
snuggled  into  the  blankets  and  pictured  to  him- 
self a  new  land  of  nuich  grass,  and  clear-eyed, 
contented  cows  ar\d  high-tailed  calves. 

"The  curse  is  lifted,"  Manuel  observed 
])iously.  "Yes,  sir.  The  dear  God  sent  the 
jack  to  kill  that  stallion.  How  else  could  it 
be?     What  do  you  think,  Tonmiy,  boy?" 

"I  reckon  30,"  said  Tommy. 
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IX 
NEUTRIA 

MY  name  is  Xeutria.  It  means 
Beaver,  and  they  gave  it  me  because 
I  tuck  ni>  tail.  Xobody  but  Chappo 
ever  called  me  a  pretty  horse,  but  Chappo  once 
said  in  my  hearing  that  my  ugly  roan  hide  cov- 
ered more  beauty  than  all  the  girls  of  Sonora 
possessed ;  and  Chappo  really  knew  everything 
worth  knowing. 

lie  was  not  my  first  master.  There  w;is  an- 
other, to  s])eak  of  whom  is  pain— a  tall  man, 
■with  only  one  eye,  and  a  long,  sandy  nms- 
tti'.'he,  stained  of  the  tobacco  he  chewed  per- 
petually. 'J'his  person  owned  my  mother  and 
we  lived  in  a  small  pasture  among  the  lesser 
hills  of  the  San  Jose  range.  What  he  did  'o 
sustain  life  was  never  viuilc  jjlaiii  to  us,  be- 
cause the  land  he  held  remained  uncultivated 


I 


M 


THE    UNTAMED 

and  he  spent  much  time  by  himself  in  his  dirty 
shack,  drinking  from  a  demijolui  which  he 
kept  hidden  under  some  sacks  in  a  corner. 
Oftentimes  he  would  come  from  his  drinking 
and  drive  us  into  a  corral  he  had  constructed  of 
ocatilla.  There  he  would  beat  my  mother,  and 
chase  us  about  and  about.  I  was  very  young 
then  and  he  spared  me.  She  was  terribly 
afraid  of  him,  and  whenever  he  roared  at  her, 
even  though  it  was  in  the  sixty-acre  field,  where 
he  could  be  ev^aded,  she  fcF  to  trembling  and 
would  walk  falteringly  to  the  halter  he  held 
out. 

There  were  nights  when  lie  forgot  us  entirely 
and  left  us  in  a  small  wooden  pen,  witho..l 
anything  to  eat  or  drink.  Occasionally  a  calf 
was  dragged  up  and  shoved  in  with  us,  and  it 
would  bawl  for  a  day  and  a  night  for  the 
mother  from  whose  sidf  it  had  l)ecn  torn. 
After  a  while  he  would  brand  the  little  crea- 
ture with  his  own  mark  of  the  inverted  pitch- 
fork.    In  this  manner  he  gatljcred  a  respect- 
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able  bunch  of  cattle,  though  I  knoM'  of  two 
cows  only  which  he  ever  bought. 

This  is  not  the  place  to  tell  how  he  broke  me 
to  the  saddle.  lie  made  me  obey  him,  but  he 
did  not  oreak  my  spirit,  even  though  my  sides 
were  bloody  from  his  savage  anger.  Although 
Sloan  branded  all  else  he  could  get,  on  me  he 
never  put  the  iron. 

"What  for  you  haven't  got  tiie  Pitchfork  on 
that  li'l'  horse,  Sloan?"  a  cowboy  asked  him 
one  day  at  Buzzard's  Feast. 

"He  don't  need  it,  this  boss  don't.  He's  so 
doggone  ornery  nobody'd  steal  him,"  said  my^ 
master. 

I^ater  I  heard  the  other — a  roaring,  swag- 
gering boy,  with  a  kind  eye  and  soothing  hands 
— tell  a  friend  that  the  only  animal  Sloan  did 
not  brand  was  the  one  which  he  owned  legally. 

AVlicnever  the  strength  was  in  me,  I  fought 
him.  He  was  a  powerful  man,  with  a  punish- 
ing knee-grip  and  a  poist  that  was  almost  un- 
shakable, whatever  hi::  ef)ndition.     But  oppres- 
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sion  begets  cunning,  and  ride  as  he  might,  there 
were  times  when  T  could  hurl  him  off.     If  a 
horse  take  thought  when  he  starts  his  pitch,  in- 
stead of  bucking  in  blind,  raving  anger,  there 
is  a  chance  *hat  he  will  have  tjie  victory.     I 
mastered  a  trick  of  rocketing  straight  into  the 
air  and  whining  about  back  under  the  rider, 
before  my  feet  touched  the  ground.     This  is 
difficult,  but  imparts  a  really  terrific  shock; 
even  Sloan  could  not  withstand  it.     Of  course 
he  would  beat  and  spur  me  almost  to  death 
when  he  was   able   to   walk   again.     If   that 
method  of  fighting  him  failed,  there  was  an- 
other, dangerous  to  horse  and  rider  alike.     I 
would  rear  high,  with  my  head  thrown  back, 
whereupon  Sloan  would  kick  his  feet  free  of 
the  stirrups  lest  he  be  caught  under  me  when  I 
toppled.     Then,  before  he  could  recover,  my 
head  would  slioot  down  between  my  forelegs 
and  once  more  I  would  go  to  pitching.     It  was 
very  efficacious,  this  stratagem,  and  the  pleas- 
ure of  it  was  much  enlianced  if  the  ground  was 
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rocky    r  there  were  cactus  and  mesquite  into 
which  he  could  be  flung. 

In  spite  of  tlie  endless  cruelty  to  which 
Sloan  subje(;ted  nie,  he  taught  me  much. 
^Vhatever  else  he  might  be,  he  was  a  cowman; 
but  he  knew  and  practiced  a  lot  that  no  honest 
cowman  should  know.  Sometimes  he  wcidd 
reverse  the  shoes  on  my  feet  that  the  impress 
on  the  ground  might  appear  to  be  a  trail  lead- 
ing in  the  opposite  direction  to  his  line  of  travel. 
He  rode  much  at  night,  so  that  I  became  ex- 
pert at  picking  my  way  down  rock-cluttered 
declivities  in  the  blackest  of  the  dark.  Once 
when  he  fled  before  a  body  of  horsemen  which 
had  discovered  three  calves  hogtied  in  a  box 
canon,  I  managed  to  distance  them.  There- 
upon he  alighted  and  muffled  my  hoofs  witK 
gunny-sacks,  that  he  might  follow  a  stony 
creek-bed  without  sound. 

"Damn,  but  vou  kin  climb  out  when  vou 
want  to,"  he  said  grudgingly,  when  we  were 
safe  at  home. 
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Because  T  learned  quickly  and  never  forgot, 
Sloan  held  his  hand  from  killing  me  in  any  of 
his  outhursts  of  rage.  At  least  a  dozen  times 
did  he  tie  me  fast  to  a  snul)hing-j)ost  and  be- 
lahor  my  head  and  neck  and  ribs  with  a  stout 
club,  until  1  grew  sick  from  ])ain  and  my  glaz- 
ing eyes  warned  him  that  he  had  touched  the 
limit  of  my  endurance.  Then  he  would  desist, 
for  I  was  of  value  to  him.  These  fits  of 
frenzy  were  occasioned  by  the  mttst  trifling 
happenings.  Perhaps  when  he  came  to  drive 
in  my  mother  and  me,  we  did  not  move  fast 
enough — she  was  growing  vei'y  old — or  she  ex- 
hibited a  too  great  fear.  Then  he  would  rope 
us  and  proceed  to  torture  luitil  his  temper 
waned. 

T  come  now  to  the  lime  he  killed  my  mother 
and  I  won  a  brief  frtedom.  The  weather  had 
been  murderously  hot.  I'rom  January  to  July 
no  drop  of  rain  I'ell  and  onr  hills  ifrt-w  sullenly 
naked  and  brown.  Sloan's  sj)ring  ceased  its 
How.     lie  did  not  discover  that  for  two  days, 
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being  stupefied,  and  we  were  terribly  wasted 
when  he  turned  us  (jut  to  find  water  for  our- 
selves. 

There  was  no  grass.  The  earth  showed 
gray  as  the  roeks  and  as  bare,  and  the  roeks 
gave  baek  the  heat  in  shimmering  waves. 
Where  the  ground  had  eraeked  under  the  sun, 
giant  fissures  gaped  for  the  feet  of  the  un- 
wary. Five  miles  from  home  we  saw  some 
cows  stumbling  hopelessly  out  of  a  canon  and 
learned  that  there,  too,  the  water  had  failed. 
Their  dried  skins  drew  tight  over  their  bones 
and  the  panic  of  desperation  glared  from  their 
eyes.  One  prodded  at  my  mother  as  we 
passed,  refusing  to  give  place  as  cattle  do  to 
horses,  then  sank  weakly  to  the  ground. 
Later  she  stretched  out  on  her  side,  and  we 
knew  that  the  end  was  m  ar. 

Tinkey  buzzards  strutted  everywhere, 
gorged  to  apathy.  They  wouhl  cluster  on  a 
carcass,  unwinking  and  insolent,  and  watch  us 
nosing  in  (juest  ol  a  bite  to  eat.     Fires  had  rav- 
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aged  the  lower  ri{l^'\s,  and  trees  and  brush  were 
stripped  elean.  To  remain  here  meant  slow 
death,  and  we  fared  higher. 

We  met  witli  eattle  on  the  upper  slopes, 
spent  and  picking  their  patli  with  eare.  A 
heifer  slipped  and  rolled  downward  almost  be- 
neath our  feet.  Tl'  -re  were  many  orphan 
calves,  bawling  impotenth'  against  echoing 
canons'  walls,  and  carrion-crows  hung  sound- 
lessly in  Hocks,  their  shadoAvs  flitting  swiftly 
over  the  earth  in  front  of  us.  We  came  on 
the  body  of  a  horse  at  a  dried  w^iterhole.  lie 
had  phnigcd  from  a  ledge  in  his  exhaustion,  to 
die  helplessly  in  sight  of  the  place  he  sought. 
Crows  had  torn  out  the  eyes. 

lint  1  would  not  let  my  mother  become  dis- 
heartened.  ^VU  these  creatures  were  moving 
downward,  and  some  j)ropclliiig  force  lias  al- 
ways dii\Lii  me  uj)warti  in  time  of  stress.  So 
I  led  her  far  among  the  peaks.  It  was  deso- 
hite  ( iiough,  of  a  certainty — so  barren  tliat  my 
poor,   tottering   mother   wanted   to  go   back, 
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though  she  knew  well  that  the  homeward 
stretch  was  heyond  her  strength— but  I  urged 
her  forward. 

We  came  at  last  to  four  peaks,  away  up  in 
those  mountains,  and  threading  a  dofile, 
emerged  into  a  cuplike  draw  among  them;  and 
there  were  mesquite  in  T)rofusion  and  many 
green  things.  And  more  precious  than  all,  a 
tiny  spring  bubbled  behind  a  boulder  at  the 
north  end.  It  would  not  water  more  than  four 
head,  but  it  sufficed,  and  we  tarried  on  its  ed'^-e 
all  of  one  evening. 

For  forty  days  we  stayed  in  our  random 
home  and  gained  in  flesh  and  in  strength. 
Then,  one  hot,  sticky  evening,  great  banks  of 
mist  surged  ujjward  and  massed  around  our  be- 
loved jK^aks,  and  the  rain  broke  from  the  j)rcss 
and  drenched  the  hills.  We  turned  our  backs 
to  the  driving  torrents,  clamped  our  tails  and 
let  the  cool  water  soak  into  our  crackbtig  hides. 

\\'hat  a  difference  in  the  land  when  the  sun 
showed  again,  clear  and  warm!     It  was  as  a 
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dead  thing  como  to  life.  Tender  shoots  thrust 
their  heads  above  the  hard  ground;  the  tiecs 
stopped  tlieir  complaints,  and  nodded  and 
rustled  jauntily  to  a  southwest  breeze,  for  the 
sap  stirred  within  tlieni  and  soon  they  would 
put  forth  new  leaves.  A  ground  squirrel 
emerged  from  a  hole,  blinked  impudently  at 
us,  and  then  dashed  off  across  the  rocks,  reck- 
less from  sheer  joy  of  being  alive.  We  sniffed 
of  the  good,  fresh  wind  and  headed  for  the 
loMcr  reaches,  for  tliere  would  be  rare  grazing 
now  that  the  rains  had  Mashed  the  valleys. 
Thus  we  came  to  live  dose  to  our  old  liome. 

Sloan  came  riding  on  an  October  day. 

"Crackee,  but  you  two  is  fat,"  he  shouted 
gleefully. 

Tie  had  a  new  horse,  a  high,  long-backed 
sorrel  with  the  legs  of  a  racer.  I  knew  the 
breed, — a  steel-dust  valley  horse,  built  for 
speed  and  helpless  as  a  wagon  among  our 
crags.  Sloan  (h-ove  us  in  and  got  down  to  put 
a  halter  on  tlie  mare. 
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My  mother  had  ne%er  concealed  her  dread 
of  him.  It  moved  liim  always  to  an  excess  of 
fury,  but  she  had  learned  terror  in  youth  and 
it  held  her  through  all  her  years.  Xow  she 
snorted,  lier  limbs  a-lremble,  and  drew  back. 
The  sweat  stood  out  on  her  muzzle  and  dyed 
her  neck. 

'What,"  Sloan  bellowed,  "you  ol'  she-devil, 
you  ain't  learned  to  (juit  dodging  yet?  Then, 
by  God,  I'll  learn  you." 

He  swung  a  breast-yoke  with  all  his  force, 
smashing  my  mother  squarely  between  the 
ears.  The  mare  gave  a  moan,  a  long  sigh,  and 
sank  slowly  to  the  ground,  the  eyelids  flicker- 
ing.    I  saw  her  legs  stiffen. 

He  kicked  her  wliere  she  lay  and  started  for 
me,  but  I  rushed  by  him,  lashing  with  my  shoe- 
less heels  as  I  went.  They  caught  him  full  in 
the  chest.  I  can  iiear  yet  the  grunt  he  gave 
at  tile  impact;  then  over  he  went. 

He  had  ])ut  up  ordy  two  bars  of  the  corral 
gate.     I  took  them  with  a  rush  ami  headed  for 
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the  high  hills.  Sloan  scrambled  to  his  feet, 
coughing  and  swearing,  and  ran  to  the  sorrel. 
In  the  saddle,  he  fired  twice,  but  though  the 
bullets  slashed  the  ground  ahead  of  me,  I  never 
wavered.  He  let  out  a  shout  and  spurred 
after,  making  ready  his  rope  as  he  came.  It 
made  my  blood  dance  to  see  these  futile  efforts. 
For  a  valley  horse  is  to  a  mountain  horse  as  a 
house  kitten  is  to  a  wild-cat.  It  is  true  that  an 
exceptional  valley  horse,  if  turned  loose  in  the 
liills  young  enough,  may  in  three  years'  time 
develop  into  a  fair  mountain  pony — with  good 
schooling,  that  is.  Even  then  he  will  lack 
something  of  our  depth  of  chest  and  perfec- 
tion of  feet.  I3ut  put  a  valley  horse,  green, 
in  the  mountains,  and  he  will  stand  and  shiver 
and  sweat,  not  daring  to  venture.  So  I  was 
elated  when  Sloan  came  pounding  behind, 
knowing  full  well  that  the  sorrel  could  never 
follow  where  I  would  lead. 

The  chase  led  uji  a  rocky  canon  filled  with 
post-oak,  along  a  mesa,  through  a  gap,  skirted 
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a  summit,  and  dipped  downward  into  anotlier 
canon.  Now  we  were  straightened  out  for  my 
familiar  peaks.  Suddenly  I  became  aware  that 
the  pursuers  liad  dropped  back,  and,  easing  in 
my  run,  I  saw  Sloan  beating  the  sorrel  over  the 
head  with  liis  rope.  He  was  ever  thus,  blam- 
ing his  mount  on  the  least  excuse. 

Two  days  and  a  night  I  Hed.  Of  course  it 
was  necessary  to  pause  for  a  few  hours  to  eat 
grass  and  to  drink,  but  fear  of  Sloan  kept  me 
moving.  I  struck  south,  then  westward. 
Fences  delayed  my  flight  considerably  in  the 
valleys,  but  I  had  had  experience  with  them, 
and  roamed  along  until  I  discovered  a  spot 
where  the  wires  were  partially  down  and  could 
be  jumped,  or  until  I  found  a  watergap.  I 
suppose  I  covered  one  hundred  and  sixty 
miles,  but  not  all  in  a  straight  line  by  any 
means,  and  at  sundown  of  the  second  day  I 
was  in  a  goodly  range  of  hills.     Here  I  rested. 

A  band  of  bronchos  wandered  into  a  draw 
where  I  fed  that  night,  and  I  joined  them. 


THE   UNTA^NIED 

We  roved  where  we  willed,  and  the  rain  fell 
abundantly  and  the  grass  was  green  and  plen- 
tiful. 

Why  is  it  one  can  never  he  entirely  happy? 
If  one  he  hreast-high  in  succulent  zacaton,  a 
fly  will  mar  the  feast.  I  have  observed  a  mare 
in  a  field  of  alfalfa,  neglecting  what  she  could 
have  without  effort,  to  stretch  unavailingly 
through  the  fence  after  a  tuft  of  tough  John- 
son-grass; in  fact,  1  have  done  that  myself. 
Here  was  I  with  millions  of  virgin  acres  in 
which  to  wander;  all  I  could  eat;  agreeable 
companions.  Yet  I  pined  to  hear  a  man's 
voice.  That  sounds  inexplicable,  but  it  is  the 
truth.  Even  Sloan's  harsh  bass  tones  would 
have  been  welcome,  aftfer  six  months  of  free- 
dom. Man's  companionship  had  been  bred  in 
me,  and  though  his  presence  might  bring  ter- 
ror, yet  1  longed  for  it,  and  the  master-grip 
of  his  hand. 

Winter  passed  and  the  long,  dry  season 
opened  in  a  blaze  of  heat.     A  horseman  bore 

270 


XEUTRIA 

down  on  us  one  day,  from  the  south,  and  we 
massed   swiftly  for  escape.     Within   a  mile, 
two  more  riders  a})peared,  and  my  compan- 
ions increased  tlicir  pace  to  a  gallop.     Only 
I,  of  all  the  hand,  knew  what  this  meant.     The 
others  were  bronchos  M^ho  had  never  felt  the 
rope  and  they  ran  blindly,  ignorant  of  the  cor- 
don closing  in  from  every  direction.     But  I 
was    cleverer.     Suddenly    darting    from    the 
herd,  I  sped  within  sixty  feet  of  a  cowboy— 
not  close  enough  for  his  loop— and  gained  the 
mouth  of  a  canon.     Up  this  I  spurted,  the 
rider  in  hot  chase. 

How  oiten  are  pride  and  conceit  con- 
founded. The  canon  narrowed — narrowed  to 
slieer  walls  fifty  feet  apart— and  there  ahead 
of  me,  blocking  my  path,  was  a  cliff  of  red- 
streaked  rock.  W^ater  trickled  down  its  face. 
That  much  I  perceived,  and  then  it  rushed 
upon  me  that  the  race  was  run.  I  turned  short 
about  and  tried  to  go  by  him  as  I  iiad  passed 
Sloan,  but  he  threw  his  rope  and  caught  me 

271 


THE   UNTAMED 

cleanly.  Sloan  had  taught  me  the  lesson  of 
the  rope — taught  it  in  bitter  vindictiveness — 
and  I  followed  my  captor  witliout  struggle. 

"Done  got  a  maverick,"  he  announced,  when 
he  rejoined  his  comrades. 

"He's  been  rode  before,  CHappo,"  another 
said.  "Look  at  the  way  he  follows.  And 
there's  been  a  cinch  sore  on  his  left  side. 
Look." 

"I  cain't  see  it,"  Chappo  said  obstinately. 
"He's  a  maverick,  I'm  a-telling  you.  And  he's 
my  horse,  because  I  done  found  him." 

When  he  had  me  in  the  corral  at  headquar- 
ters, Chappo  walked  fearlessly  to  my  head. 
Of  course  I  began  to  quiver,  for  w-ell  I  knew 
what  this  portended. 

"You  pore  son-of-a-gun,"  he  muttered,  and 
stopped.  "So  he  done  beat  you  over  the 
haid?" 

He  scratched  my  ears  and  rubbed  my  head 
lightl)'  between  the  eyes.  All  the  while,  he 
talked  to  me  in  a  low  tone,  with  a  sort  of  laugh 
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beliind  it.     Cliapjio  was  a  small  man,  nr  higher 
than  a  fence  post,  but  there  was  something  in 
his  touch  that  made  me  fear  and  yet  want  him 
to  keep  on  rubbing.     When  he  attempted  to 
put  the  bridle  on,  I  stood    rigid,    expectant. 
Surely  the  beating  would  come  now.     It  did 
not.     Instead,  he  said,  "You  ol'  rascal,  you," 
and  jabl>ed  me  in  the   ribs   with   his   thumb. 
Xow,  here  is  a  curious  thiiig.     A  man  can  jab 
you  with  his  thumb  so  that  it  hurts,  and  he 
can  jab  you  in  the  same  place  with  the  same 
force  and  it  will  only  tickle  pleasantly.     Ev- 
erything depends  on  the  spirit  in  which  it  is 
done.     Chappo's  thumb  was   very  agreca])le 
and  I  laid  back  my  ears  and  pretended  to  nij) 
at  him. 

"I'll  top  you,"  he  said,  "and  then  I'll  put  the 
Box  C  on  you." 

It  amused  me  vastly  to  hear  this  mite  of  a 
man  tell  so  confidently  how  he  would  ride  me, 
when  even  the  terrible  Sloan  could  not  keep 
the  saddle  at   times.     Just   to   scare   him,   I 
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bowed  my  back  when  he  slapped  the  blanket 
on.  Then  I  rolled  my  eyes  backward  to  note 
the  effect.  lie  was  grinning,  actually  grin- 
ning— and  his  hat  did  not  show  al)ove  my 
withers.  Next,  be  threw  on  llie  saddle,  and 
the  curve  in  my  spine  was  unmistakable;  but 
lie  merely  hummed  a  tune  and  began  to  cinch 
me  tightly,  with  careless  freedom,  just  as  if 
we  had  been  friends  a\  our  years.  It  sur- 
prised me  so  much  that  I  suffered  his  imper- 
tinence in  quiet. 

There  were  some  cowboys  on  the  fence, 
watching. 

"Want  me  to  ear  him,  Chap])o?"'  one  asked. 

"Xo-oo.  "Me  and  bim's  friends  already. 
Ain't  wcf"  11*^  made  me  walk  a  few  steps, 
still  grinning  as  he  inspected  the  significant 
upward  tilt  of  the  saddle.  'Took  at  his  tail, 
boys.     We'll  shore  have  to  call  him  licavcr." 

"Call  him,  Xeulria,"  ojie  '-ried. 

My  new  master  nodded  and  then  st(K)d  di- 
rectly in  front,      |  tried  {n  look  away,  but  his 
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eyes  drew  mine  in  spite  of  me,  and  when  he 
backed  off,  I  followed,  though  he  exerted  no 
pressure  on  the  bit.  There  was  nothing  hard 
and  there  was  nothing  mean  in  those  eyes;  a 
devil  lurked  in  Sloan's.  Chappo's  were  clear 
and  very  good-natured,  yet  oddly  compelling. 
"That's  all  right,"  he  said.  "Now  we  know 
each  other,  me  and  you,  Xeutria." 

He  pulled  my  head  around  by  the  cheek  of 
the  bridle  and  next  moment  was  atop.  I  re- 
mained motionless.  The  grip  of  his  knees  was 
curiously  at  variance  with  his  bulk:  somehow 
that  gri])  raised  a  doubt  in  my  mind  that  I 
could  shed  him. 

Xext  second  I  was  pitching,  mr  -e  from  force 
of  ]iabit  than  from  any  wish  to  hurt  this  youth. 
AVhat  wiis  the  matter^  Xo  s])urs  gored  my 
sides;  1  felt  no  sting  of  q„irt.  Instead, 
Chappo  merely  swayed  in  the  sadtHc  and  he 
whooped  me  on  to  further  effort,  hitting  my 
shoulders  gk.t'idly  with  his  hat.  This  was 
too  Fiiueh-   a  wight  of  one  hundred  and  twenty 
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pounds  to  make  game  of  me!     I  paused  for 
breath  and  to  gather  strength. 

"Hey,  you  ain't  quitting?"  he  inquired. 
"Wipe  lier  up,  li'l'  feller.     Fly  at  it." 

After  that  it  was  imperative  I  shouhl  do  my 
best— Sloan  could  never  have  kept  his  seat 
when  I  let  myself  loose  to  his  challenge. 
Every  trick  his  brutality  had  taught  me  I  em- 
ployed, and  only  once  did  Chai)po  Avavcr.  He 
was  riding  on  his  spurs  now,  yet  he  had  to  grab 
desperately  for  the  horn;  but  he  righted  him- 
self with  a  laugh  and  renewed  his  yelling.  At 
last  I  was  compelled  to  stop. 

"You're  shore  a  dandy,  Neutria,"  he  panted. 
"Let's  call  it  an  even  break." 

That  suited  uw  admirably.  It  would  have 
been  a  shame  to  injure  the  boy. 

I  never  i)itched  with  ("liai)j)o  again.  He 
was  always  kind  to  me,  save  once  only.  That 
was  when  he  placed  the  Box  C  an  my  left  hip 
with  a  red-hot  iron.  If  pained  Iiorribly,  but 
1  realized  thai  all  horse  s  had  U,  go  Ihroiigh  this 
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ordeal  and  that  Chajjijo  did  not  mean  to  be 
brutal. 

Wliat  times  we  had  that  summer  and  au- 
tumn!    It  A\as  a  year  of  frequent  rains,  and 
horses  and  eattle  were  sleek  and  fat  and  rol- 
lieking.     Chappo  and  I  would  go  out  from 
camp  twice  each  week  and  prowl  the  mountains 
the  livelong  day.     Perhaps  a  long-eared  calf 
would  be  roused  U])— he  is  one  that  has  escaped 
branding— and  my  master  would  settle  him- 
self and  take  down  his  ro})e  even  as  I  flas^ied 
in  pursuit,  over  roeks  and  brusli,  down  canons' 
sides,  u])  cliffs,  shooting  through  defiles.     It 
is  something  to  be  a  momitain  horse,  though  it 
is  I  who  say  it;  nn  other  horse  in  the  world 
could  have  carried  Cliappo  at  full  speed  where 
1  carried  him  after  mavericks.     And  he  never 
faltered. 

"Wherever  you  put  your  doggone  feet  is 
good  cnougli  for  me,  \eutria,"  he  said  once,  at 
the  bottom  of  a  perilous  descent. 

Chap])o   was   an    excelknt    cowhand,   more 
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skilled  than  Slonn.  He  would  seldom  miss  a 
throw  ill  the  wildest  country,  and  when  he  had 
the  calf  roped,  tlown  he  would  jump  and  hogtie 
it  hefore  one  could  count  thirty.  Then  I  would 
fall  to  grazing  while  he  built  a  fire,  heated  his 
running-iron  and  put  the  company  brand  on 
the  captive.  There  were  days  when  we  caught 
four  or  five  in  this  manner.  It  was  glorious 
sport. 

And  then,  of  course,  there  was  the  fall 
roundup,  when  all  our  riders — twenty-two  in 
number — swept  the  range  in  daily  drives.  We 
collected  more  than  nineteen  thousand  head  of 
cattle;  some  of  the  long-horned  steers  Chappo 
and  1  brought  in  had  not  set  eyes  on  a  man 
since  they  were  suckling  calves.  It  was  good 
to  chase  these  outlaws,  they  being  stout  and 
hearty  on  the  rojK.',  and  it  nerved  me  to  see 
Chappo's  fcailessness  and  confitlence.  He 
would  lie  to  one  of  the  big  brutes  without  hesi- 
tation, whatever  the  nature  of  the  ground, 
trusting  implicitly  to  me  to  throw  it.     If  a 
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steer  had  dragged  iiic  down,  It  would  have 
meant  maiming  for  Chappo  and  mc,  so  I  was 
ever  on  my  guard.  I  always  contrived  to 
throw  them,  even  though  some  weighed  two 
hundred  pounds  heavier  than  I. 

I  was  Chappo's  top  horse— that  is  to  say,  his 
best  saddler.  Consequently  it  was  me  he  rode 
to  town  on  the  rare  occasions  he  could  get 
there.     I  took  the  best  of  care  of  him. 

On  one  occasion  when  he  had  spent  an  en- 
tire morning  in  town  visiting  various  places  of 
call  with  friends,  Chappo  bet  fifty  dollars  I 
could  throw  an  enormous  bull  they  had  in  a 
feeding-pen.  It  was  an  intinscly  foolish 
wager;  besides,  he  hadn't  the  money,  and  was 
earning  only  forty  dollars  a  month.  The  sight 
of  this  bull— a  Hereford— appalled  me  for  a 
moment,  for  he  was  a  monstrous  fellow, 
blocty  and  solid;  but  Chappo  patted  my  neck 
and  whispered  to  uk  ,  and  wlicii  he  let  his  noose 
fly,  1  darted  off  with  taut  nmseles,  unafraid, 
yet  ready  for  the  tremendous  jar  that  would 
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come  with  the  tightened  rope.  \Vhat  a  giant 
he  wa:.!  "When  he  hinged,  the  girtli  nearly 
cut  me  in  two,  and  for  the  fraction  of  a  second 
I  tliought  my  feet  woukl  ily  from  under  me 
and  that  Cha])po  wouhl  he  ignominiously  pros- 
trated in  tlie  dust.  Then,  at  the  critical  mo- 
ment, we  gave  him  slack,  let  him  run  to  the 
end  of  it,  wheeled  like  a  striking  snake,  and 
with  a  cunning  heave,  floi)ped  him  ponderously 
on  the  ground.  It  liroke  his  neck  and  they 
put  Chappo  in  the  calahoose.  The  hoss 
got  him  out  only  after  much  ceremony  and 
considerahle  loose  talk  and  the  payment  of 
moneys. 

Chappo  dearly  loved  to  go  to  tow^n.  He 
was  always  in  excellent  humor  on  these  trips 
and  would  attempt  feats  that  rcilected  more 
credit  on  his  stoutness  of  heart  than  on  his 
head.  On  a  night,  h-  tried  to  make  me  climh 
the  steps  of  the  hotel  veranda  and  enter  the 
har.  Had  it  lieen  anyone  hut  C'lia])po,  I  would 
have  pitched  him  oil"  without  more  ado,  such 
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was  the  childishness  of  this  disjilay.  But  be- 
cause it  was  Chappo  and  I  could  feel  from  his 
legs  that  all  was  not  r^ght  with  liim,  I  meekly 
ascended  the  steps  and  walked  into  the  bar, 
taking  heed  where  I  placed  my  feet.  A  crowd 
of  loafers  cheered  me  and  filled  a  large  bowl, 
that  I  might  drink,  but  Chappo  would  have 
none  of  this. 

He  sang  much  on  the  road  back  to  camp.  It 
was  dark  as  a  panther's  lair.  C1iap])o  would 
hum  and  drone  a  few  lines,  then  relapse  into 
abrupt  silences.  I  kept  every  sense  alert,  for 
his  safety  depended  on  me.  Once,  when  he 
sagged  in  the  saddle,  I  stopped  until  he  got 
settled  again.  After  that  he  rode  with  firmer 
seat,  but  his  good  humor  seemed  to  have  van- 
ished. We  reached  a  point  where  a  cow  trail, 
a  mere  thread  so  faint  that  it  was  barely  dis- 
cernible, led  oft*  from  the  main  trail. 

"Here,  you,"  Chappo  said,  jerking  me 
about,     "who's    running    this    show?     ITey? 

This  is  a  cut-off." 
281 


Doggone  your  fat  haid 


THE  uxta:\ied 

The  trail  was  new  to  me,  but  I  took  it  obe- 
diently, it  led  in  the  general  direction  of 
camp,  but  became  vaguer  as  we  proceeded. 
Finally  it  merged  into  the  brown  of  a  hillside. 

"Hell!"  Chappo  exclaimed.  "Where's  that 
cussed  trail  gone  to,  Xeutria?  Well,  let's  hit 
across  country,  boy.  What's  twent\-  miles  be- 
tween two  of  us?" 

We  struck  over  a  hill  at  a  trot.  Suddenly 
my  heart  gave  a  leap  and  every  hair  on  my 
body  seemed  to  tingle.  Just  in  time  I  sat  back 
on  my  haunches.  Chappo  swore  and  struck 
me  sharply  with  the  spur. 

"What's  tile  matter  with  you,  you  ol'  rascal? 
I  swan.     .     .     .     Seen  a  skunk?"  he  cried. 

I  began  to  shiver,  and  that  sobered  him.  It 
was  too  tlark  to  make  out  anything  and  he 
lighted  a  match.  A  gulf  yawned  beneath 
us,  where  the  hill  dropped  away  to  a  jum- 
ble of  rocks.  Chappo  sucked  in  his  breath 
and  let  the  match  fall.  Then  he  turned  me 
around. 
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"Neutria,"  was  all  he  said,  but  let  his  hand 
rest  for  a  long  minute  on  my  withers. 

We  were  following  the  Gap  trail  on  a  day  in 
late  autumn  when,  in  rounding  a  bend,  we  al- 
most collided  with  a  rider. 

"Hel-lo,"  came  in  surprised  accents.  It  was 
Sloan,  on  his  sorrel. 

"Howdy,"  Chappo  said.  "Xice  and  cool, 
ain't  it?" 

"Whose  boss  is  that?" 

"He's  my  horse.  Finest  cowhorse  in  these 
here  mountains."  Chax)po  would  often  boast 
thus.  It  was  unwise,  but  it  made  me  very 
proud  nevertheless 

"Huh-huh.     And  who  might  you  be?" 

"The  Emp'ror  of  Rooshia." 

"Sure.  You  might  be,  but  you  ain't.  You 
got  papers  ^or  this  here  boss?" 

"No,  I  ain't  got  no  paj)ers  for  him.  Don't 
you  see  the  Box  C  on  him?  That's  papers 
enough."  Chappo  was  careless  and  bold,  but 
I  knew  he  was  anxious. 
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"You  got  to  have  papers  in  Mexico.     That's 
my  lioss,  son." 

"Yes?"  said  Chappo.     "Where's  your  pa- 
pers, then?" 

"I  kin  prove  he's  mine,"  Sloan  said  evenly. 
"I'll  be  obliged  for  that  boss,  pardner." 

My  master  thought  a  moment.  "What's 
your  name?"  he  asked. 

"Sloan." 

"Yes?  I've  heard  of  you,  Sloan.  The 
company  knows  you,  too.  There  ain't  no  use 
iti  gitting  mad.     Let's  talk  business." 

"All  right,  son.  But  that's  my  boss  and 
I'll  be  obliged  for  him." 

"Sloaji,  I'm  going  to  tell  you  about  Xeutria 
here.  I  caught  him  with  a  bunch  of  bronchos. 
He  was  a  maverick,  so  I  done  put  my  brand 
on  him.     What '11  you  take  for  him?" 

"I  won't  take  nothing."  I  recognized  that 
surly  bass  growl.     He  had  been  drinking. 

"I'll  tell  you  what  111  do.  To  save  trouble, 
I'll  buy  him  off'n  you.     Me  and  him  is  friends. 
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So  I'll  give  you  seventy-five  dollars  gold  for 
this  here  liT  horse.  That's  a  good  price, 
Sxoan.     I'll  raise  the  money  in  a  week." 

"Xo,  you  Mon't,  young  feller.  You  won't 
give  me  seventy-five  dollars,  nor  you  won't 
give  me  seventy-five  thousand  dollars.  That's 
iny  hoss.  I  won't  sell  him.  Him  and  me's 
got  a  UT  account  to  square  up,  and—" 

"Then  it's  up  to  you  to  prove  he's  yours," 
Chappo  answered.  I  scarcely  knew  his  voice, 
it  had  gone  so  hard  •        cold. 

"You  don't  believe  i  is  hoss  is  mine?" 
"Not  me.     You  rustle  calves,  Sloan,  and—" 
"I  love  a  thief,"  Sloan  said,  "bi,    I  hate  a 
liar." 

What  happened  then  was  beyond  my  powers 
of  perception.  I  f dt  Chappo  reach  to  his  hip. 
There  was  a  flash  that  singed  my  face,  and 
Sloan  sat  his  sorrel  with  a  smoking  six-shooter 
in  his  hand.  ]\Iy  master  tumbled  sideways, 
twisting  the  saddle  as  he  fell,  and  struck  the' 
ground  on  his  shoulders. 
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"Don't  shoot.  Sloan,"  lie  brrrrrcd,  "T  ain't 
got  my  gun.  You've  done  for  nic  anyway. 
Don't." 

IJut  Sloan  slued  his  horse  that  he  might  ol)- 
tain  a  elear  shot,  and  pulled  twiee  on  him  with 
deliberate  aim. 

"Xow,"  he  eried  elutehing  my  reins,  "now 
I'll  settle  with  y>u." 

I  reared  straight  up  and  plunged  forward  at 
him.  The  headstall  snai)})ed  and  the  bit 
dro})})ed  from  my  mouth.  "With  the  smack  of 
my  shod  hoofs  on  his  Hank,  the  sorrel  began  to 
l^iteh,  and  Sloan  dropped  his  gun. 

With  that  I  ran— ran  as  1  had  never  run  be- 
fore in  my  life.  When  utterly  worn  out,  I 
slowed  to  a  walk  and  endea\-ored  to  rid  mvself 
of  the  saddle,  which  galled  me  badly.  For  a 
long  time  it  resisted  every  effort,  but  I  did  not 
desi)air.  Chaj)po's  fall  had  turned  it  under- 
neath my  belly  and  there  it  was  in  reaoh  of  my 
hind  feet.  Before  dawn  I  had  kicked  and  torn 
the  thing  from  my  sides,  and  was  free  and  un- 
encuml^ered. 
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Why  tell  of  my  frantic  wanderings  dnrinn- 
the  next  two  days  ?  The  spot  wliere  my  master 
liad  fallen  drew  me  irresistil)ly.  J  could  not 
leave;  hut  J  feared  Sloan  more  than  e^er  and 
spent  the  hours  in  cautious  eirelin<rs  of  the  vi- 
cinity of  the  Gap.  At  last  I  could  bear  it  no 
longer. 

The  moon  was  shining  as  I  lightly  trod  the 
Gap  trail.     Going  warily  as  a  coyote,  I  was 
brought  to  a  standstill  by  a  strong  taint.     I 
sniffed  and  was  fearfully  expectant,  but  still 
advanced.     Something    was    swinging    from 
the  lowest  limb  of  an  ehn.     A  roj)e  creaked 
mournfully  to  the  swinging.     I  snorted  and 
made  a  circuit  of  the  thing,  approaching  gin- 
gerly.     A  gust  of  wind  turned  the  object,  so 
that  the  moon  lighted  its  every  line. 
It  was  Sloan. 

A  hundred  yards  beyond,  I  came  on  a  small 
pile  of  rocks.  They  had  laid  Chappo  where 
lie  fell.  Above  the  rocks  was  a  rude  cross, 
fashioned  of  mescpiite  boughs. 

i  iiiii  u,  iicc  rover  now.     Sometimes  J  run 
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with  the  wild  horses.  Again  I  go  off  for  soli- 
tary pilgrimages  into  the  mountain  fastnesses. 
Often  I  steal  back  at  night  to  the  Gap  trail. 
And  there,  beside  the  pile  of  stones  and  the 
cross,  I  whinny— whinny  again.  But  Chappo 
never  answers. 
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